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JEROME  LFSUBQUES  (An  Innkeeper). — First  dress:  Long  brown  coat,  striped  stockings, 
shoes,  buckles,  white  neckcloth,  white  hair.  Second  drets  :  Brown  dress-coat,  white  vest, 
nankeen  smalls. 

JOSEPH  LESUBQHF.S  (Son  of  Jerome). — Green  coat,  brass  buttons,  white  vest,  drab  smalls, 
white  cravat,  top  boots,  black  gloves,  black  hat,  white  wig  and  bag.  Scene  2. — Brown  cloak, 
spurs. 

DCBOSC  (Leader  of  the  Gang). — Drab  coat,  black  Wellington  boots,  striped  stockings,  drab 
smalls,  black  slouch  hat,  light  brown  long  hair,  coloured  cravat.  Brown  c;oak  iu  Scene  2. 

DIDIER  (Betrothed  to  Julie  Lesurques). — Sage-green  coat,  piuk  vest,  sage  green  smalls, 
white  neckcloth,  black  hat  with  loop,  boot  .  Acts  I  and  III.— Shoes  and  gray  stockings. 
Act  II. — Black  gloves,  long  hair. 

JOLIQUET  (Waiter).— First  Dress  :  Red  waistcoat,  shirt  sleeves,  drab  breeches,  worsted  stock- 
ings, darned,  sabots,  red  hair.  Second  dress  :  Blouse. 

LAMBERT  (Friend  of  Joseph  Lesurques,  and  acquainted  with  Courriol).— Light  blue  coat, 
white  vest,  red  undervest,  drab  sinalls,  top  boots,  whi  e  wig  and  bag,  black  hat,  loop  at  side. 

GUEBNEAU  (Friend  of  Joseph  Lesitrques). — Claret  coat,  white  vest,  yellow  smalls,  white 
neckcloth,  top  boots,  black  hat,  loop,  white  wig,  bag. 

DAUBENTON  (A  Magistrate). — Fawn  coloured  coat,  white  vest,  gray  smalls,  stockings,  shoes, 
white  neckcloth,  black  hat,  white  wig. 

CHOPPARD  (A  Horsedealer).— Duffel  coat,  striped  plush  vest,  drab  cords,  smalls,  top  boots, 
black  hat,  coloured  handk  rchief,  grey  long  hair. 

COURKIOL  (A  Fashionable). — Orange  coat,  black  velvet  collar,  cuffs  and  buttons,  blue  silk 
vest,  drab  smalls,  blue  silk  stocking's,  shoes,  blue  gloves,  black  hat  with  loop,  ruffles,  white 
neckcloth,  long  hair.  Boots,  Scene  2. 

FOUINABD  (Alias  The  Chicken). — Shoes,  white  stockings,  nankeen  pantaloons  tied  with 
black,  pink  striped  vest,  long-tailed  black  coat,  red  wig,  coloured  handkerchief,  high-crowned 
hat. 

DUMONT  (A  Courier). — Long  dark  coat,  high  boots,  belt,  black  hat. 

MAGLOIRE  (A  Postilion).— fostilion's  ilress — jacket,  leather  breeches,  boots,  spurs,  and  cap. 
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POSTMASTER  OF  MONTCI-RON. — Blu;  coat,  black  smalls,  light  vest,  coloured  neckcloth, 
grey  wig,  striped  stockings,  shoes. 

WAITER. — White  jacket,  striped  vest,  white  neckcloth,  long  hair,  drab  smalls,  white  stock- 
ings, shoes. 

COMMISSARY  OF  POLICE — Brown  coat,  white  vest,  brown  smalls,  tricolonred  sash,  top  boots, 
sword,  white  neckcloth,  cocked  hat,  white  wig. 

OFFICER  OF  GENDARMES.— High  boots,  buff  smalls  and  vest,  blue  coat  faced  with  red  and  red 
shoulder-knots,  cocked  hat,  red  feather,  sword,  white  waistbelt,  cross  belt,  and  cartouche 
box. 

JEANNE  (The  Outcast). — First  dress  :  Dark  cotton  dress,  short  sleeves,  red  kerchief  round 
the  head,  another  round  the  neck  and  bosom,  no  ornaments,  complexion  pale,  iec  ,»d  dress  : 
A  n  at  coloured  dress,  plain  cap,  and  apron. 

JULIE  LESURQUES  (Daughter  to  Joseph  Lesurques).—  First  dress:  Bine  silk  dress,  white 
lace  berthe,  piuk  hat.  Second  dres:  White  muslin  trimiaed  on  white  lace,  white  satin  sash, 
hair  a  la  Marie  Antoinette. 

LOUI-E  (Postmaster's  Daughter). — Striped  dress,  high  white  cap. 

.LADIES. — Fashionable  dresses  of  the  time. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I.— Interior  of  a  Tavern. 
CHOPPARD  and  FOUINARD  discovered   seated, 

one  icitli  his  legs  on  the  tab's,  the  other  amumig 

himself  by  whipping  his  hat  on  the  table.    Euter 

WAITER,  K.  H. 

Waiter.  Did  yon  call,  citizens.  Please  to  take 
anything,  sir — or  you,  sir. 

Chep,  and  Fou.  (At  tulle,  L.  H.)     No. 

Waiter  (Aside.)  Two  hours  and  taken  nothing. 
G  ass  of  water  and  a  toothpick  sort  of  customers; 
this  won't  pay  the  landlord. 

[Exit,  R.  H. 

Chop.  This  Courriol  fancies  himself  somebody — 
the  Grand  Sultan,  the  Great  Mogul— keeping  re- 
cpectaOle  citizens  kicking  their  ht  els  for  two  hours. 
He  cau't  do  less  than  spend  a  louis  d'or  when  he 
comes.  I  am  as  thirsty  as  a  dry  pump  and  as 
hungry  as  a  donkey — could  almost  eat  one  stuffed 
with  haybands. 

Fou.  I  have  not  a  blessed  n<p,  and  you  are  short 
in  the  exchequer.  I  think  Courriol  has  some  new 
idea  to  make  our  fortunes.  What  do  you  think  of 
our  entering-  into  partnership,  and  turning  con- 
tractors for  the  army  ? 

Chop.  My  circumstances  are  contracted  enough 
— what  can  we  contract  for. 

Fou.  Gunpowder. 

Chop.  We  should  blow  up  before  the  powder. 

Fou.  You  could  contract  for  horses  ;  yon  now 
do  so  at  a  franc  an  hour.  You  could  furnish  the 
cavalry. 

Chop.  Ah,  if  the  cavalry  were  to  pursue  the 
Prussians  with  the  horses  I  furnish,  they  wouldn't 
catch  many  of  them.  But,  thnud"rand  bombshell! 
where  can  this  chap  be.  Here  his  billy-dux — smells 
like  lavender,  just  as  he  perfumes  his  lovely 
person.  The  only  perfume  I  like  is  bacca.  Read — 
read!  (Gives  letter.) 

Fou.  Yes  j  he  is  to  meet  us  here,  and  explain  all 
this  aff;\ir. 

Chop.  What  does  he  keep  us  fixed  here  for. 
Who's  he  ? — the  coxcomb,  with  his  white  hands, 
his  college  words,  and  lavender  water — and  why 
should  he  always  have  two  shares  of  the  plunder, 
when  we  do  all  the  dirty  work,  like  a  couple  ot 
donkeys.  I  shall  trot  it.  (Going.) 

Cnur.  (Without,  R.  H.)  Two  gentlemen  waiting 
for  me  ? 


Waiter.  Yes,  sir  j  hero  they  are,  sir.  (Aside.) 
Ruin  gentlemen  these.  Who's  their  tailor?  Will 
the  gentlemen  take  breakfast  now  ? 

Chop.  Of  course  the  gentlemen  will — quick,  skip  I 
[/•'.Til  W aiter, H.  a. 

Conr.  I  have  to  apologize,  but  I  was  followed  by 
some  persons  who  evidently  watched  me.  I  at 
last  walki  d  into  a  billiard-room,  and  made  my  exit 
by  the  back  door,  and  thus 

Chop.  Gave  them  the  double  shnffle.  Now  you 
must  do  the  handsome  for  keeping  us  lords-in-wait- 
ing, and  then  explain  this  affair. 

Cour.  Me— I  am  as  much  in  the  dark  as  your- 
self. We  have  come  here  to  meet  a  new  chief — 
an  unknown — who  will  give  us  an  idea  and  the 
means  of  executing  it.  But  I  don't  know  his  name, 
and  I  never  saw  him. 

Chop.  Of  course  he's  oneof  its  ;  but  can't  you  pivo 
me  something  to  guess  at.  I  know  all  the  greatest 
thieves  in  the  country. 

Cour.  He  is  to  meet  us  hero.  "We  shall  know 
him  by  his  calling  for  a  pint  of  Hollands,  and 
which  he  drinks  as  we  would  wine  or  water. 

Chop.  I  only  know  one  fellow  who  can  swallow 
Hollands  at  that  rat?,  and  that's  Dubosc.  If  it'a 
Dubosc,  its  something  out  of  the  common — he's  a 
great-  gun. 

Enter  WAITER,  LAMBERT,  and  GUERNEATJ. 
Waiter.  This  way,  gentlemen,  if  you  please. 

[Exit,    and    returns  ivith  bottle   of 
v:\ne  and  glasses. 

Lam.  (Sits.)  Thus  far  so  good.    I'm  tired. 

Guar.  What,  Courriol !  Lam>  ert,  seeour  college 
companion,  Conrriol.  Why,  what  brings  you  into 
this  out-ot'-the-way  place,  anil  in  such  company  H 
Strange-looking  fellows  these.  (Half-aside.) 

Cour.  The  deuce!  Oh,  these  are  no  friends  of 
mine.  I  have  only  met  them  by  chance. 

Chop.  (Aside.)  Why,  confound  his  impudence, 
the  puppy  cuts  us,  the  lavender  .-prig  ! 

(I'ouin -ird  keep*  him  quiet.) 

Com:  (L,H.)  These  gentlemen  have  just  ordered 
their    breakfast    below.       (Motions    them    to   go. 
Aside   to  them.)    Go  uownst :iirs  ;  I've  in"  reasons. 
"('.».)     Here,  I'll  join  you  directly. 

Choi'.  (L.  H.)  Ye*,  I  take.  It's  ii.-.tthefromage.but 
I'm  so  peckish  I  can't  afford  to  be  particular.  A 
nod's  as  good  as  a  wink,  citizens.  Xat-ta,  for  tho 
present. 
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Fou.  It's  all  riuht,  you  thick-headed  muff ;  he 
wants  to  work  the  oracle  with  tbese  college  chaps. 

Chop.  (Kicks  him.)  Don't  you  call  a  respectable 
horsedealer  a  thick-headed  umff ,  spooney  ! 

[Kreunt,  L.H. 

Cow.  (L.)  The  vagabonds  are  eone.  (Aside.)  By 
what  accident  hare  I  the  pleasure  of  meeting  yon 
here? 

Guer.  (L.)  We  have  '•ome  hers  to  meet  an  old 
friend — Lesurques— whom  we  rxpect  to  arrive 
from  Douai  this  morning.  He  is  about  to  settle 
here.  His  daughter  is  going  to  be  married,  and 
we  are  invited  to  the  weddin.fr.  Yon  must  know 
Lesurques — the  brave  Lesnrques — who  is  half  an 
hour  beyond  time. 

Lam.  (u.)  But  a  man  who  comes  from  Douai — 
it  is  excusable. 

Eater    WAITER,    followed     by    LESURQUES, 
JULIE,  and  DIDIER. 

Leswr.  Decidedly  excusable  ;  especially  when  he 
comes  with  his  baggage  of  a  daughter  and  her  in- 
tended husband.  Come  in,  my  children.  Here 
are  our  friends  Guerueau  and  Lambert.  Allow  me 
to  introduce  you. 

Guer.  Your  daughter  has  grown  quite  a  woman, 
I  declare. 

Lesvr.  Yes,  she  makes  me  look  old — and  I  am 
but  thirty-eight.  She  must  be  called  my  sister 
when  she"'s  married.  What,  Courriol !  I  did  not 
see  you. 

Cour.  It's  so  Tie  time  since  we  met ;  but  yon  are 
just  the  fame  laughing,  happy  Lesurques,  as  when 
we  were  at  college  together. 

Lesur.  Yea  ;  my  life  has  been  one  long  chain  of 
happiness.  I  have  served  with  honour  in  the 
army  ;  I  married  happily :  my  industry  has  been 
blessed  with  an  ample  fortune ;  and  I  have  an 
affectionate  da  .ghter,  who  is  about  to  give  her 
hand  to  this  young  man.  I  am  still  young,  and 
thus  surrounded  by  friends,  I  feel  that  there  is  not 
a  happier  fellow  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 

Didter   (B.)  It  is  one  o'clock,  and 

Lesur.  Ah,  you're  in  a  hurry  to  got  married ! 
Well,  begone!  I  wi  1  be  with  you  at  dinner-time. 
[Didier  and  Julie  salute  them  and  exeunt.']  Ah,  I 
have  but  to  see  my  dear  child  married,  and  then  I 
hare  but  two  things  to  regret  in  this  world — two 
causes  of  unhappim-ss — (oxide  to  Courriol) — the 
one  is  the  loss  of  my  dear  wife— the  other  my 
father. 

Cour.  Your  father !    What's  happened  to  him  ? 

Letur.  He  has  not  been  so  fortunate  as  I  have — 
the  Revolution  ruined  him.  He  would  uot  remain 
with  me  at  Douai ;  despite  of  all  my  entreaties 
he  left  me  two  years  since. 

Lam.  (Comes  dourn,  B.)  And  what  became  of 
him? 

Lesur.  With  the  small  remains  of  his  fortune  he 
has  taken  a  small  establishment,  an  inn  in  the 
outskirts  of  Paris — a  very  humble  place,  rather 
humiliating  for  a  man  of  his  standing.  Well,  it 
seems  Dame  Fortune  has  again  frowned  npon 
him,  and  he  is  now  compelled  to  sell  the  house  to 
pay  his  creditors.  My  poor  father! 

Guer.  (L.  B.)  You  don't  know  him !  He  would 
rather  die  of  famine — an  old  soldier  who  has  pos- 
sessed a  fortune,  honour,  and  probity ! 

Cour.  (L.,  .A.-iil«'  to  Lambert.)  Our  friend  Le- 
snrques must  be  romancing. 

Le«ur.  (C.)  I  intend  him  to  live  with  as,  whether 
lie  will  or  no.  He  was  a  good  father  to  me,  and  I 


must  make  him  share  the  good  Heaven  has  given 
me. 

Lam.  Brave  Lesnrques !  Heaven  will  recom- 
pense you. 

Letur.  Yon  have  a  horse,  Guerneau  ? 

Guer.  No ;  I  have  not  at  present !  Do  TO  i  want 
one? 

Lesur.  Yes;  for  a  short  time— a  few  hours. 
Where  can  I  set  a  decent  one  ? 

Cour.  (Aside.)  Here's  a  chance  for  my  friend 
Choppard!  I  know  a  man  that  lets  them  by  the 
hour. 

Lpsur.  Good ! 

Cour.  Cheap.  I  can't  answer  for  the  quality. 
Choppard,  Hue  St.  Honore". 

Lesur.  (H'rites  it  doirn.)  Thank  yon.  Well, 
friends,  I  have  some  pressing  business  to  arranire, 
but  to-morrow  I  have  a  house-warming— 118,  Rue 
de  Montmarte.  The  marriage  contract  of  my 
daughter  will  be  signed  at  three  o'clock,  at  fonr 
dinner,  and  I  shall  expect  you  all — you  promise 
me? 

Omnes.  Yes.  (Thty  shake  Hunt's.) 

Lesur.  Uutil  to-morrow,  then.     Alien! 

[Music. — Exit.  E.  H. 

The   WAITER   enters,  and    receives    money,  gives 
ti.ein  hats,  Ac, 

Lam.  Well,  he  is  going  our  way,  suppose  we 
walk  with  him. 

[Exeunt,  E   IT. 

Cour.  (Solus'.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  man 
I  am  to  meet  will  be  here.  If  I  remain  it  will 
appear  stranse.  1'li  go  "with  Lesurques.  I  shall 
get  back  in  tpn  minutes. 

Lesur.  (Without.)  Hullo,  Courriol!  Are  you 
coming  ? 

Cour.  In  a  minute  ,  Lesurqnes.    I  shall  overtake 


you. 


[  \lusic  changes. — Exit,  running,  E.  H. 


DUBOSC  appear*,  L.  H.     He  enters  quietly, 
Dubosc.  Nobody!     Good! 

He  looks  out  at  the  door  through  which  Lesurques 
went.    The  WAITER  enter*. 

Waiter.  Take  anything,  sir? 
Dubosc.  Of  course,  but  not  jnst  yet!  Don't 
bother — get  out!  [Exit  Wailtr.]  None  of  them 
show  a  head  yet.  Umph!  this  is  a  snu/  place.  If 
I  can  do  this  job.it  will  be  a  grand  affair -my  for- 
tune will  be  made  1  (Sits.) 

3f  usi'c.    JEANNE  enters,  L.  H.,  and  looks  around 
her. 

Jeanne.  (In  a  lo-x  vcice.)  It  ii  he — Dnbosc. 

Ditbosc.  My  name ! 

Jeanne.  Dnbosc,  Dnbosc,  fear  not. 

Dubosc.  That  voice  !     Jeanne  ! 

Jeanne.  Yes,  Dubosc,  it  is  I — Jeanne. 

Dub  isc.  Pardon  me,  ma'am,  but  is  it  to  me  you 
speak  ? 

Jeanne.  Yon  will  not  recognise  me ;  I  will  aid 
your  memory.  I  am  the  poor  girl  who  believed 
you  to  be  an  honest  man— who  loved  you.  Do  you 
know  me  now  ? 

Dxbosc.  Your  business  with  me?  Quick!  you  in- 
trude. 

Jeanne.  You  have  robbed  me  of  my  honour — my 
fortune!  I,  the  mother  of  your  child,- whom  you 
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have  abandoned,  and  now  you  will  not  recognise 
me. 

Dubosc.  No. 

Jennne.  She  who  hag  no  home,  no  parents— for 
the  shame  you  have  brought  upon  her  broke  :  h  >ir 
hearts;  they  died  blessing  their  ruined  child.  She 
has  lost  her  infant  throuah  misery  and  want.  The 
mother  of  that  child  appeals  to  you  for  bread.  Do 
you  know  me  now  ? 

Dubosc.  (Atide.)  This  woman  haunts  me  every- 
where. 

Jeanne.  You  speak  not.  Will  yon  do  nothing 
for  me  ?  Will  you  not  atone  for  your  crime  ?  It  is 
your  charity  I  demand,  not  that  I  may  live,  for  I 
pray  for  death,  but  that  I  may  not  die  in  despair 
—of  famine — despised.  You  have  escaped  from 
the  prison  of  Bordeaux.  I  followed  you.  You 
travelled  more  expeditionsly  than  I  could,  for  you 
have  money.  I  came  on  foot.  Give  me  a  small 
sum  to  enable  me  to  seek  a  charitable  asylum 
where  I  may  end  my  days  in  peace.  Will  yon  ? 

Duf>osc.  What  is  all  this  rhodomontade  to  me, 
good  woman  ?  I  have  not  the  honour  of  your 
acquaintance. 

Jennne.  If  you  will  accord  me  this  request,  I  will 

?ardon  yon  for  all  the  miseries  you  have  caused  me. 
will  never  see  you  more— never,  I  swear  by  the 
memories  of  my  parents  and  my  child. 

J>ubosc.  1  have  no  money.     Begone  ! 

Jeanne.  (Menacing.)  It  is  for  the  last  time. 

Dubosc.  People  are  coming ;  quit  the  place,  or  I 
must. 

Jeanne.  Dubosc,  I  give  yon  nntil  to-morrow  to 
reflect.  To-morrow  I  will  call  at  yonr  abode — I 
know  it ;  if  you  leave  me  the  sum  1  require  you 
will  never  see  me  more. 

Dubosc.  Well,  well,  to-morrow. 

Jeanne.  Fail  not ! 

Dubosc.  (Aside.)  Before  to-morrow  I  shall  be  far 
from  here.  To-morrow,  then.  (He conducts  her  to 
the  door.  She  sighs  and  exit*,  B.  H.)  One  had  better 
be  in  prison  if  this  is  liberty.  Ah  !  someone  ap- 
proaches ! 

Re-enter  CHOPPARD  and  FOUINARD,  L.  H. 

Chop.  This  is  not  gentlemanly  treatment !  Three 
hours  dangling  my  legs  here,  and  no  eatables  or 
drinkables.  Eh!  stop!  There's  a  mysterious- 
looking  animal! 

F ou.  Isn't  he  ? 

Dubosc.  Two  swindling  horsedealers.  I  know 
them. 

Enter  WAITER,  E.  H. 
Waiter,  bring  pome  Hollands. 

Chop.  Eh!  Hollands!  Do  yon  twig?  It's  our 
man.  or  I'm  a  Dutchman !  Go  and  speak  to  the 
swell. 

Waiter.  A  small  glass,  sir  ? 

Dubosc.  No  ;  a  pint  bottle  and  a  tumbler. 

(i  aiter  goes  off  and.  brings  it  in  imme- 
diately. Dubosc  fills  glass  and 
drinks.) 

Foil.  He  swallows  it  like  milk. 
Chop.  It  may  not  be  he  after  all. 
Dit?Ksc.  (Refilling  glass.    Drinks.)  They  hesitate! 
Why  don't  they  speak  ? 

Chop,  fc.)  That's  him— no  mistake! 
Fou.  (L.)  He  must  have  a  whale's  swallow! 
Chop.  Citizen — (crosses  to    R.   H.) — by  the  easy 
manner  you  have  gulped  down  those  two  tumblers 
of  Hollands  I  believe  that 


Dubosc.  I  can  finish  the  bottle. 
Chop.  Oh,  that's  enough  ! 
Fox.  At   a   time— a    whole  pint  I 
i nerds     . 


5 
(Do«s  so.) 

I    pity    his 


Chop.  I  know  you,  my  pippin  !     Dubosc  f 

D«bo>-c.  How  is  it  that  you  know  me?  I  havo 
not  any  recollection  of  you. 

Chop.  Every  soldier  in  an  army  knows  his 
general,  but  every  general  doesn't  know  every 
soldier.  (Sit*,  B.  H.') 

Dubosc.  I  feel  highly  flattered.  But  we  have  no 
time  to  lose.  Waiter,  more  Hollands. 

(Waiter  brings  another  bottle  and  two 
small  glasses.  They  drink.  All 
three  go  to  table,  3.  H.) 

Chip.  That's  right!  We  wanted  to  rinse  our 
months. 

Dubosc.  (c.)  Which  is  the  horserfealer  of  you  two? 

Chop.  {Putting  out  his  leg.)  I  have  the  honour. 

Dubosc.  I  was  to  meet  with  two  gentlemen  here  ; 
one  named  Choppard,  better  known  by  the  nick- 
name nf  the  Amiable  Griffin,  the  other  named 
Foninard,  nicknamed  the  Sapient  Spoon. 

Choi>.  I  am  the  Irresistible — alias  the  Amiable 
Griffin. 

Fou.  I  am  the  Chicken— alias  the  Sapient  Spoon. 
How  strange  that  hfl  should  know  me. 

Dubosc.  I  should  have  met  a  third. 

Chop.  Coui  riol.  Oh,  he's  always  after  time.  I 
call  him  the  Lagger. 

Dw'OfC.  (Kifes  and  crosses  to  B.  H.)  I  cannot  wait, 
the  affair  is  pressing.  You  have  four  horses  ? 

Chop.  Yes;   bone,  blood,  and  beauty. 

Fou.  Wind  palled,  spavined,  and  glandered. 

Chop.  Bo  quiet,  Chicken. 

Dubosc.  When  can  they  be  ready  ? 

Chop.  In  an  hour.     Where  P 

Dubosc.  At  the  barrier  of  Charrenten. 

Chop.  Yes  ;  but  what  to  do  ? 

Port.  Ah !   what  to  do  ? 

Dubosc.  To  get  seventy-five  thousand  francs — 
thirty  for  me,  and  forty-five  for  you  three. 

Fou.  But  where  are  we  to  pick  'em  up  ? 

Dubosc.  I  will  explain  all  when  we're  mounted — 
walls  have  ears.  (Loots  round.)  You  must  bring 
Courriol  with  you.  I  must  be  i  one. 

(Turns  up  stage  to  talk,  B.) 
Enter  COURRIOL,  B.  H.,  runnir.g. 

Chop.  Here's  Lag  last.  Courriol  always  behind- 
hand. 

Cour  It  was  not  my  fault.  I  have  but  just  left 
my  friend  Lesurques.  (Sees  Dubosc.)  Good  heavens! 

Dubosc.  (Who  has  taken  his  hat,  &c.)  You  will 
explain  to  Courriol.  I  will  pa.y  for  the  reckoning 
below.  Adieu,  my  poulets. 

[Crosses  to  ex  t,  B.  H. 

Cour.  Who  is  that  man  ? 

Chop.  The  famous  Dubosc. 

Fou.  The  infamous,  you  mean.  The  biggest 
scamp  living. 

Cour.  Dubosc! — that  Dubosc?  I'm  dnmbfouu 
dered!  If  I  had  not  left  the  other  just  now  on 
horseback,  I  could  have  sworn  it  was  Lesurques. 
I  never  saw  such  a  resemblance  between  two  men  ! 
An  astonishing  likeness ! 

Cliop.  (Smacking  his  whip.)  Don't  stand  starincr 
there  like  a  pig  in  fits,  but  let  us  mount  and  be  off. 
Come  up  !  (io  along,  you  leaders !  Hit  'em  up 
lively.  Ya,  ha,  ha ! 

(He  drives  them  off,  whipping  Foutmrd, 
who  jumps,  and  they  exeunt,  L.  H.,  an 
the  scene  changes. — Music.} 


THC    CODRIES,    OF    LYONS. 


SCENE  II.—  Fore  part  of  an  inn.  Table  nea<-  the 
door.  The  high-  one!  a(  back.  Haute  bftl. 
Chamber  at  the  bac'<  vith  bo'iics,  classes  ;  another 
door  I  end  in  <i  from  it,  three  s'eps  leading  down  to 
the  cellar  in  fight  o'  the  amlifiice.  It  is  yetting 
dark,  and  tuvwd»the  rndofthc  scene  it  graiiua'li/ 
becomes  quite  dart;,  -a-.th  tiiu.iid.er,  lightning,  rain. 

Enter  JEROME, /com  house,  L.  K. 

Jtromt.  Not  a  single  traveller  has  called  here  to- 
day— toot  one  to  drill's  vith  me  on  my  last  Hay  of 
V>eing  a  lanJIo-d.  The  house  sc-'ius  to  have  a 
spell  npon  it.  Well.  I  must  fro  to  Lieursaint,  and 
sign "the consent  for  the  sale  •  f  the  place.  It  must 
be  done  to  pay  my  creditors,  and  then  I  shall  oe 
without  a  home,  without  resources— nothing  but 
in/  honour  1 

Eater  JOLIQUET,  v.  K.  a.,  running  from,  the  lack. 

Jolt.  (B.)  Ol«,  my  worthy  patron,  what  will  you 
giro  me  for  what  I  am  going  to  (rive  yon  ? 

Jerome.  That  depends  whether  it  be  good  or 
bad. 

Joli.  (Giving  letter.)  It  comes  from  Douai,  BO  it 
must  be  good. 

Jerome  (Keod*.^  From  my  eon  Lesurquea.  It  is 
indeed  a  consolation.  "  My  sroodtnther.  To-morrow 
I  shall  be  in  Paris  with  uiy  daughter  Jnlie.  I  have 
taken  a  house,  Nirnber  113,  Rne  de  Montmartre. 
Julie  is  atout  to  be  married  to  a  worthy  young 
man,  who  will  render  her  happy.  C  me  to  us 
immediately  on  recei  <t  of  this.  We  sign  the  con- 
tract to-morrow. — Your  most  affectionate  LE- 
SUBQUES."  (Crosses  to  &.  H.)  At  four  to-inorrow 
I  shall  be  free  from  all  my  affairs  My  son 
will  not  see  me  in  in v  misery.  To-morrow  I  will 
assume  a  smiling  face.  1  will  not  carry  gloom 
into  their  happy  home.  Joliquet,  hat  and  cane! 
Boy,  take  care  of  the  house. 

Jo.i.  That's  no  difficult  matter;  there's  very 
little  in  it. 

Jerome.  You  will  only  have  our  regular  cus- 
tomer, the  Courier  of  Lyons  ;  let  him  be  served  as 
usual. 

Joli.  Where  are  you  going,  master ;  you  had 
letter  aria  yourself. 

Jerome.  Sonseuse  1  The  road's  safe  enough.  Be 
careful. 

[Beit;  R.  H. 

Jaii.  Careful.  Ah!  1  hear  a  horse  galloping; 
gone  into  the  woo  1.  I'm  irlad  he's  left  nj"  all 
alone,  because  I'm  so  frightened  after  nightfall, 
and  when  1  get  frightened  I  shut  up  and  go  to  the 
next  inn,  and  auiu^e  myself.  There  I  meet  with 
jolly  fellows,  who  are  always  laughing  and  telling 
tunny  stories.  He's  gone  ;  now  I  shall  go,  and 
<  otne  back  at  eight  ready  for  the  courier.  Nobody, 
s-irely,  will  come  now,  whan  we  haven't  had  one 
Liessed  customer  all  day. 

LEiUBQUES  enters  from  the  back  in  a  cloak— his 

sp.tr  is  loose. 

Hallo !  here's  somebody  at  last.  A  traveller. 
What  does  he  want  at  this  time  of  night?  I  feel 
p 'armed.  He  looks  very  mysterionsly  about  him. 
Uorne  to  rob  the  house,  and  nobody  here  but  me. 
.»'!!  shut  the  floor,  and  stick  myself  against  it. 

(He  goes  into  the  h^vse,  on-t  it  seen  to 
fasten  door  and  stand  with  his  back  to 
it.) 
Lesur.  (Advances.)  That,  surely,  was  he  whom  I 


passed.  Yes,  I  cannot  be  deceived.  My  pour 
1'ir'i.r,  how  sadly  he  walked  along.  Heaven  ix; 
thanked,  his  troubles  will  soon  end.  And  hero  he 
lives,  in  this  solitary  pla  e.  What  misery!  No  one 
to  receive  travellers ;  I  did  rijrht  to  leave  my  horse 
in  the  little  wood  below.  There  seems  to  be  no  one 
within  the  house ;  I  will  see. 

(Knocks.) 

JoH.  Who's  there?  Oh,  thieves!  thieves! 

Lesur.  Whnt  ?  Open,  good  fallow ;  I  am  no  more 
a  thief  than  you. 

Joli.  What  do  you  want  F 

Lesur.  Want?     I  wish  for  something- to  drink. 

Jolt'.  You  can't  have  a-iything  to  drink  here.  Go 
to  the  next  inn;  it's  much  better  there,  and 
cheaper. 

.Lesur.  My  honest  fellow,  eive  me  a  bottle  of 
wine,  and  if  it  is  good,  I'll  give  you  a  crown  frir  it. 

Jolt.  He  must  bo.  an  honest  roan;  a  crown! 
(Opens  door.)  Yes;  he  looks  respectable.  Which 
will  you  have,  red  01:  white  ?  Look,  sir !  you've 
broken  your  left  hand— I  mean  your  left  foot 
spur. 

Lesur.  Egad !  I  might  have  lost  it.  How  can  I 
fasten  it  ? 

Joli.  Here's  a  bit  of  string  ;  it's  only  a  ring  of 
the  chain  loose.  Come  in,  and  you  can  tie  it  up, 
and  I'll  go  into  the  cellar. 

(They  go  into  the  house. 

Lesur.  Aye,  do.    I  will  drink  it  here. 

(Points  to  chamber  in  house,} 

Joli.  No,  that's  master's  private  room ;  nobody 
goes  there  only  when  he's  at  home. 

(H*  lights  the  candle,  and  takes  it  with 
him  into  the  cellar.) 

Lesuf.  (Takes  a  bag  of  money  from  pocket.)  With 
this  money  my  poor  father  will  be  enabled  to  pa/ 
the  demands  against  hi:u,  and  without  obligation 
even  to  me.  I  have  attached  a  label  on  wiiich  i- 
written  "  Restitution."  My  father  was  robbed 
some  years  since  ;  he  will  believe  the  thief  has  felt 
remorse  and  returned  the  plunder.  I  will  place  it. 
on  his  desk.  (Goes  into  ci, 

Re-enter  JOLIQUET,  with  trine. 
Joli,  (Sings.) 

At  night  these  robbers,  full  of  sin, 
Demand  your  life,  or  else  your  tin, 
And  cut  your  throats  with  a  rolling-pin. 
Ta,  la,  la ! 

Lesur.  Six  o'clock.  I  should  be  in  Paris.  (Places 
the  money  within  the  chamber.  Clock  st.  ikes  s-x.) 
I  cannot  wait  for  this  wine.  My  dautrhter  will  be 
uneasy  at  my  absence.  I  can  be  in  Paris  by  half- 
pasi  seven. 

[Exit  at  back.— AZi/sic 

Joli.  (Goes  to  table  with  wine.)  There's  the 
freshest  wine  we  have.  Shall  I  pour  it  out  or 
you Why,  where's  he  gone  to  ? 

(Music  changes.  DT7BOSC  enters,  L.  H.,  in  o  cloafc 
like  Lesiir^'jes'--.  He  enters  by  the  door,  and  takei 
Lesurques's  place.) 

Joii.  Oh,  there  you  are  !  Now  drink  that  and  give 
me  your  opinion.  I  like  the  red  best,  good  oiood 
colour ;  but  everybody  to  their  taste  as  the  oid 
woman  said  when  she  kissed  her  cow. 

/)«bosc.  What's  the  animal  saying— talking  to 
himself. 

Joli.  Animal — does  he  mean  me  or  the  cow? 

Luoosc.  Are  yon  alone  here  ? 


TbE    COURIER    OF    LYONS. 


Jo' i.  All  nloue  by  myself,  n.nd  devilish  dull  coui- 
Give  me  some  wine  and  brandy,  quick  ! 


patiy. 
Dubosc. 

Entor   COURRIOL,    CflOPPARD,    FOUINARD, 
quietly,  u   E.,  L.  H. 

Joli.  Well,  there's  your  bottle. 

Dubosc.  And  is  one  bottle  enough  for  four  ? 

Joli.  Four!  why  yon  are  not  four.  (Sees  the 
others.  Alarmed.)  Oh,  what  villains'  faces  I 
(Aside.) 

Dubosc.  Fool,  bring1  mora  wine. 

Chop.  (Whips  him.)  Come  up;  stir  your  trot- 
ters. 

i'on.  (Whips  him.)  Jump  about,  you  jackass. 

Jolt.  (To  Dubosc.)  Yes.  Why  you  know  you 
only  ordered  one  bottle. 

Dubosc.  Begone.  (Joliquet  runs  to  cellar 
hastily.)  Now,  my  bravn  comrades. 

Chop.  Now,  general. 

Dubosc.  All  depends  upon  calmness  and  sharp 
«yes. 

.Fou.  None  of  us  wants  spectacles  here. 

Chop.  That  donkey  will  be  braying. 

Dubosc.  This  simpleton  who  has  gone  to  the 
cellar  for  more  wine — we  must  silence  him  to  begin 
with. 

Fou.  Oh,  la  ! 

Chop.  Chicken,  be  quiet. 

<?our.  That  will  be  an  useless  murder. 

Dubosc.  Useless.    You  think  so  ? 

Fou.  Poor  little  brnte  ! 

Chop.  Chicken,  be  quite.  When  he  conies  up, 
I'll  shove  him  back  into  the  cellar,  and  he  won't 
see  or  hear  anything  for  a  week. 

(Dubosc  listens  at  buck.) 

Cour.  I'll  quiet  him.  Come,  my  man.  Three 
more  there — make  haste. 

Jolt.  (Aside,  Inoks  up.)  He  does  look  like  a 
genthmau — but  the  others — oh  ! 

(Gives  one  bottle.) 

Cour.  We  mnst  have  two  more.    Fetch  them. 

Jo!i.  Recollect,  I'm  to  have  a  crown  for  the  first 
bottle.  He  promised  me  that.  (Points  to  Dubosc.) 

Cour.  (Gives  him  a  crown.)  There  it  is,  then. 

Joli.  (Aside,  a'id  biting  it  to  see  if  it  is  good.)  He 
seems  to  have  plenty  of  money.  I'm  off. 

[Exit  down  cellar. 

Cour.  Here,  help  me.  (They  place  a  chest  of 
drawers  and  furniture  over  the  trap-door.)  Now,  if 
he  interrupts  us.  he  will  suffer  for  it. 

Dubosc.  You  had  better  have  cut  the  booby's 
throat  tor  him. 

Cour.  (Gets  near  to  R.H.)  Now  we  are  alone,  let 
as  drink  success  to  our  undertaking. 

Dubosc.  (Drinks,  goes  up,  nna  listens.)  All  is  qniet. 

Chop.  Do  you  hear  anything?  What  are  you 
listening  for  ? 

Dwbosc.  What's  the  hour? 

Cour.  A  quarter  to  eight ! 

Joli.  (Down  in  the  cellar.)  Now,  what  fools  yon 
are  to  fasten  me  in  ! — do  let  me  out ! 

Chop.  (At  window,  L.  H.)  Do  yon  want  to  be 
strangled  ?  If  you  speak  or  move,  yon  are  a  dead 
man  1  Be  qniet,  or  look  out  ?  (Crosses  to  Dubosc.) 
Now,  what  s your  grame  ?  (To  Dubosc.) 

Dubosc.  (Gomes  forward.  They  surround  him.) 
In  a  tew  minutes  you  will  hear  the  smack  of  a  whip 
and  the  galloping  of  horses ! 

Omnes.  Well? 

Dubosc.  It  will  be  the  Courier  of  Lyons,  with  the 


mail.    He  will  drive  up  to  this  avenue,  and  alight    your  \vi;ie,  as  usual. 


with  the  postilion  to  Cr'nk  her?.    In  this  mail  he 
will  have  a  box. 
Omnes.  Yes. 

Dubosc.  In  that  box  is  the  seventy-five  thousand 
francs  I  spoke  of  this  morning;  that  is  the  specu- 
lation ! 

fou.  Good — very  good;  but  couriers  cirry 
pistols. 

Dubosc.  So  do  I. 

Fou.  And  postilions  carry  a  short  sword  1 
Chop.  And  I  carry  a  long  kaifu. 

Fou.  But  they  are  allowed  a  passenger 

Chop.  Chicken,  be  quiet! 

Dubo.sc.  There  will  be  a  passenger.    I  am  in  no 
fear  of  him.     We  have  nothing  to    fear.      The 
game  is  easy.     You  understand:' 
Oimics.  Perfectly ! 

Dtiliosc.    Suvunt^-five   thousand    francs— thirty 
for  me. 
Omnes.  Agroed! 

(Horse  heard  behind.    The  mail  is  stvn 

in  the  extreme  distance  coming.) 
Dubosc.  Now  for  the  distribution  of  purls. 
When  the  courier  arrives  Cuurriol  will  follow  the 
carriage.  I  will  bo  ready  with  the  wine  am* 
brandy.  Fouinard  will  keep  a  look-out  that  th.0 
rond  is  clear.  Choppard  must  take  care  of  tha 
postilion,  and  the  courier  shall  have  all  my  atten- 
tion. 

(Noise  o/wships  tt'id  carriage  wheels  in 
the  disdnce,  bells  gradually  increas- 
ing. Horn  heard.) 

Dubosc.  (Looks  out  at  back.)    Here  he  comes — the 
Courier  of  Lyons,  with  a  fortune  for  us. 
foil.  Or  the  guillotine— or  the  guillotine! 
Chop.  Chicken,  be  quiet! 

(Dubosc  ta.'.-es  a  bottle  of  wine  and 
tumbler,  also  a  glass  of  brandy. 
Tafces  ojj'  fiat  and  cloafc  and  remains 
waiting.  Courriol,  behind  tiees, 
watching  at  back.) 

Dubosc.  (Goes  into  house,  looks  into  chamber.) 
What  is  this?  A  bag  of  money — "Restitution." 
(Beads  label  on  bag.)  That  is  a  delicate  way  of  re- 
turning money,  certainly.  Two  thousand  francs  I 
Ah,  a  good  addition  to  my  night's  work. 

(Noise  of  horn,  whips,  &c.) 

Cour.  (Advancing  to  Dubosc.)  Dubosc,  they  are 
here. 

Dubosc.  All  ready  ?  Be  firm,  and  the  victory  is 
ours. 

Fou.  (At  back,  unseen.)     Oh,  my  1   I've  got  St. 
Vitus's  dance. 
Chop  (Without.)    Chicken,  be  quiet ! 

COURIER,  POSTILION,  and  the   PASSENGER 
enter,  u.  B.,  L.  H. 

Postilion  (c.)  Hullo!  Here,  landlord!  Father 
Jerome  !  House  ! 

Joli.  (In  cellar,  L.,  in  ho>ise.)     Here,  here! 

Dubosc.  (At  table,  presents  brandy  to  postilion. 
Aside.)  The  fool— here ! 

Postilion..  Hullo  1  a  stranger!  Why,  where's 
Joliquet?  Gom-? 

Dubosc.  No ;  I  have  taken  his  place  for  the 
present;  he's  poorly,  and  here's  your  brandy. 

Postilion.  (Drinks.)  Ah!  just  as  good  as  ever. 
I  must  go  and  look  to  my  cattle.  Yon  pay,  sir. 

Courier.  All  right.  Why,  where's  my  silly  friend 
Joliquet  ? 

Dubosc.  He  has  gone  out  for  a  holiday — there's 


8 

Courier.  Ah,  indeed! 

Seuldi.  Come,  courier,  another  glass  won't  hurt 
you — I'll  pay. 

Courier.  Thank  yon,  sir.  Your  health,  sir.  (He 
drinks. — Music. — Noife  tc'thoiit.  The  fostilion  is 
attacked  by  Cnoppard  at  back.)  Ah!  what  is 
that? 

Postilion.     (Denp?rute1y     struggling     at     back.) 
Murder!     Villaiui     Help!  help!          (Falls  dead.) 
Courier.  My  postilion  attacked ! 

(Draws  pistol;  presents  it  at  Choppnrd. 
Dubosc     shoots    Courier,    to/io   falls 
alto.) 
Dubosc.  Halt,  there ! 

(Courriol  has  entered  the  carriage  and 
brought  out  the  box.  He  breaks  it 
open,  and  Dubosc,  at  L.,  divides  the 
bags  o/ money  ) 

Dubosc.  Beuldi,  your  share !     Choppard,  yonrs  ! 

Foninard,  yours !     Courriol,  yours  I     This  is  mine ! 

Now,  '•  sauve  qui  pent."  (if   sic.) 

Joli.  (In  cellar.)  Oh!  help!  Is  the  house  on  fire  ? 

Thieves!  robbers!  murder!     Master,  let  me  out ! 

JEROME  appears  at  3rd  entrance,  R.  H. 

Jerome.  What  mean  these  shots  and  cries?  A 
body  of  a  man — dead !  And  here  another  ! 

(Unbosc,  who  has  been  into  tlte  house  for 
his  cloak  and  hat,  now  runs  ou  ; 
meets  .'erome.) 

Jerome.  Villain !  you  shall  not  escape  me  ! 
Joli.  Help,  master !     Let  me  out ! 

(Kubosc,  straggling  with  Jerome,  draws 
a  pistol   ami  sltuots  him  through  the 
s^on'der.    Jerome  still  c  ings  to  Du- 
bofc,  struggling  to  the  front  of  stage. 
The  moon  suidmly  appears  as  he  is 
gazing  on  him  for  a  moment.) 
Jerome.  Great  Heaven  !     My  son!   .ny  only  son  ! 
(Music.— i'ubosc  ihrmci  Jerome  from,  him, 
who  toliers  and  falls.) 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE.  I, — A  Saloon  in  the  Hnuse  of  Lesurques. 
Folding-doors  at  bad".  DIDIEH  and  JULIE 
discovered  scaled  at  table,  L.  H. 

Did<er.  (L  of  table.)  I  have  counted  over  and 
over  again.  We  shall  be  thirteen  at  dinner. 

Julie.  (K.)  True.  I  wonder  my  father  did  not 
think  of  that,  for  he's  very  superstitious.  One 
of  the  thirteen  is  sure  to  die  within  the  year. 
Thirteen  at  table  on  our  day  of  signing  the  inar- 
riajre  contract ! 

Didier.  A  day  which  commences  so  well  by  your 
doing  so  good  an  action,  dear  Julie. 

Julie.  A  good  action,  succouring  a  poor  un- 
happy female.  It  is  but  natural — poor  creature ! 
(.Rises.)  She  was  dying  of  fain  ne.  Her  story  is 
most  pitiable. 

Enter  LE9URQUES,  C.    He  listens. 

les'ir.  My  little  angel  Julie.  (Kisses  her.) 

Julie.  (R.  H.)  You've  been  listening !  Fie, papa! 
Thirteen  at  tab'e. 

Lesur.  You  have  not  counted  all ;  there  will  be 
another. 

Julie.  Who  will  make  the  fourteenth. 
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Lesur.  You  will  know  in  due  time.  You  will  not 
be  sorry  to  see  the  person,  I  warrant.  I  am  now 
going  for  the  notary.  Adieu  ! 

Juiie.  You  will  not  go  out  as  you  did  yesterday, 
and  come  home  so  late. 

Didier.  (L.  H.)  You  must  have  had  a  hard  ride 
yesterday  ;  you  broke  one  of  your  spurs.  Had  it 
mended  with  string,  eh  ? 

Lesur.  Ha,  ha!  Yes.  All  your  curiosity  shall  be 
satisfied  by  dinnertime.  You  will  then  know  where 
I  was  yesterdav. 

[_Exit  centre  door.    He  leaves  it  open. 
Jeanne  knocks  at  d»or  without. 

IXdier.  Who  is  there  ?    A  female. 

JEANNE  appears. 

Julie.  Ah!  it  is  the  poor  woman,  I  bid  her  calL 
Come  in  ! 

Didier.  I  will  leave  you  for  the  present,  Julie. 
Adieu  !  (Boa's  and  ej.it,  c.D.) 

Julie.  (To  Didier.)  Don't  be  long,  come  iu! 
(To  Jeanne.)  You  seem  better. 

Jeanne,  (tt.)  You  have  saved  me,  mademoiselle. 
I  come  to  thank  you. 

Julie.  (L.)  Your  friends  have  neg'ected you,  to  let 
you  suffer  so,  if  you  applied  to  them. 

Jeanne.  I  did  apply  to  my  only  friend  ;  bnt.alas, 
all  hearts  are  not  like  yours,  mademoiselle. 

Julie.  You  say  yon  have  lost  your  child,  your 
husband — perhaps  you  are  a  widow  ? 

Je  .nne.  (With  hesitation..)  Yes,  mademoiselle,  a 
widow. 

Julie.  You  must  have  relations — friends  ? 

Jeanne.  Not  one.  This  morning  I  went  to  a 
person  who  promised  me  a  small  sum  to  take  me 
to  my  native  village,  but  the  person  had  removed ; 
I  cannot  trace  where. 

Julie.  You  make  me  feel  your  sorrows.  Have 
confidence  iu  me— tell  me  how  I  can  make  you 
happy.  What  can  I  do  ? 

Jeanne.  You  are  about  to  be  married  ;  yon  may 
want  someone  to  wait  upon — to  serve  you.  I  will 
anticipate  your 
.  my  life,  to  you. 
Oh,  let  me  remain  with  your ! 

Julie.  I  will  accept  your  offer.  Remain — but  to- 
morrow I  shall  not  be  my  own  mistress.  I  will 
consnlt  my  husband,  and  I  think  your  wish  will  be 
gratified. 

Jeanne.  Heaven  will  bless  you  for  the  kindness 
you  have  shown  me. 

Re  enter  DIDIER  and  COURRIOL,  c.  D.— down 

R.  H. 

Didier.  This  way,  Monsieur  Courriol! 
Julie.  You  are  welcome,  sir.     Ah !    (Lesurques 
speaks  outside,  R.H.)  I  hear  my  father's  voice. 

Enter    LESUHQUES,   GUER.NEAU,    and   LAM- 
BERT. 

Lesur.  I  am  glad  yon  like  my  house.  Ah !  here's 
our  brother  collegian,  Oourriol. 

(The]t  all  saiute  Jul.'e  and  each  other, 
and  sit. 

Julie.  (Aside  to  him.)  Father,  this  is  the  poor 
woman  I  spoke  of  to  you;  she  seems  well  educated 
but  unfortunate;  she  wishf-s  to  enter  our  service. 

Lesur.  (They  u-hisper.)  Be  it  so,  my  dear.  (To 
Jeanne.)  What  name? 

Jeanne.  (See  ng  Lesurques.)  Jeanne Mon- 
sieur—heaveus !  (Omnes  start.) 


want  someone  to  wait  upon — to  ser 
work  for  you  niarht  and  day ;  I  will ; 
every  wish ;  I  will  devote  my  time, 
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Lesur.  What  is  the  mr.tter  ? 

Jeanne.  Xothiug,  monsieur,  nothing. 

Cour.  (^l.s-irfc.)  Strange: 

Julie.  Bat  why  that  exclamation  ? 

Jeanne.  Excuse  me  ;  a  resemblance — a  likeness! 

Cour.  (Aside.)  A  resemblance ! 

Lefur.  (Rising.)  Well,  you  will  remain  here  ii 
you  choose,  and  we  will  make  the  work  as  easy  and 
yonr  life  as  happy  as  we  can. 

Jeanne.  I  thank  you  with  all  my  soul,  sir. 
(Aside.)  Oh,  how  good— how  different  to  him  he  so 
much  resembles ! 

Lesur.  Come,  friends,  here's  a  room  you've  not 
seen.  I  must  show  you  how  extravagantly  I  have 
thrown  awav  my  money. 

Guer.  (Offers  arm  to  Julie;  Didier  interferes.) 
Excuse  me,  Didier,  you  are  not  at  your  post  in 
time  ;  I  must  pive  you  a  lesson. 

[Omnes   laugTi    at  Didier  and  exeunt, 
R.  H.     Courriot  and  Jeanne  remain. 

Co»r.  My  good  girl,  of  what  resemblance  spoke 
yon  just  now  ? 

Jeanne.  (Hesitates.)  Me,  sir— but 

Cour.  (Aside.)  She  hesitates!  If  it  was Im- 
possible !  Well,  yon  do  not  reply. 

Jeanne.  (Aside.)  Why  did  he  ask  that  question  ? 
Ah  !  here  is  a  gentleman. 

Enter  DAUBENTON,  C.  D. 

Eon.  Monsieur  Lesurques — can  I  see  him  ?  Say 
Monsieur  Daubenton  waits. 

\T5xit  Jeanne,  R.  H. 

Cour.  (Aside.)  Daubenton,  the  Judge  of  the 
Criminal  Court !  What  brings  him  here  ? 

Enter  JULIE,  L.  H. 

Julie.  My  father  requests  yon  will  walk  in  and 
join  him. 

Dau.  I  cannot  stay.  I  have  received  notice  that 
a  crime  of  magnitude  was  committed  near  Paris 
last  night.  I  have  to  attend  and  receive  the  de- 
positions of  the  witnesses,  and  inquire  into  the 
affair. 

four.  (.4side.)  A  crime !  Where  did  it  happen, 
sir? 

Dau.  At  Lienrsaint,  sir ! 

Cour.  (tfetii-es  up.)  I  thank  you,  sir!  (Aside.) 
At  Lieursaint  ?  The  devi! ! 

Dau.  (To  Julie.)  Who  is  this  gentleman,  my 
dear  ? 

Juu'c.  A  college  friend  of  my  father's,  who  dined 
with  him  yesterday.  But  what  crime  did  you 
speak  of  ? 

Uau.  A  most  atrocious  affair — a  horrible  mys- 
tery ! 

Cour.  (Aside.)  A  mystery,  eh?  Good!  I  hope 
it  will  remain  one. 

Dau.  We  have  already  some  clue !  The  police 
are  busy,  but  there  is  n  certain  innkeeper,  named 
Jerome,  whom  we  have  not  yet  found ! 

EntT  SERVANT. 
Sen.  Monsieur  Jeroaje  L";snrques. 

[Ez.t,  L.  H. 

Enter  JEROME 

Julie.  (Runs  to  and  kisses  him).  My  dear  grand, 
pa! 

Jerome.  My  darling  Julio! 

Cour.  (Start*  aside,  j  I  should  know  that  figure 
an.l  voice. 


Enter  DIDIER,  K.  ». 

Julie.  (Introduces  Diditr.)  My  future  husband. 

Jerome.  Alas,  poor  children!  Lesurques,  your 
father,  is  he  here?  (Lauyh,  R.  H.) 

Julie.  He  is  laughing  there  with  his  friends. 

(Laughing  heard.) 

Jerome.  Indeed ! 

Julie.  I  will  tell  him  you  are  here.  I  see  now  ! 
You  were  to  be  the  fourteenth,  and  he  wouldn't 
tell  me!  (Crosses  to  R.  H.)  But  how  pale  you  look ! 
You  have  come  a  long  way — you  are  tired. 

Cour.  (B.)  From  the  country,  sir  ? 

Jerome,  (c.)  From  Lieursaint,  sir. 

Omnes.  Lieursaint? 

Dau.  (c.)  Lieursaint?  Do  yon  know  an  inn- 
keeper named  Jerome,  of  that  place  ? 

Jerome.  I  am  that  person. 

Cour.  (Aside.)  The  devil ! 

Dau.  You,  sir  ?  You  the  father  of  Monsieur  Le- 
snrques  ? 

Jerome.  His  father— yes  !  What  is  there  surpris- 
ing in  my  being  his  father,  and  that  I  have  lived 
at  Lieursaint  ? 

Julie.  And  you  have  been  living  there,  and  no- 
body knew  it.  But  Monsieur  Danbenton,  who  is  a 
magistrate,  has  been  telling  us  of  a  dreadful  crime 
committed  la:-t  night. 

Enter  LESURQUES,  GUERNEAU,   and    LAM- 
BE  ilT,  R.  H. 

_/e«ur.  A  crime   committed  at   Lieursaint   last 

night!      Ah,  my  dear  father!— you  have   come, 

then  ?  (Going  to  Jerome.) 

Jerome.   (Shudders,  and  repulses  nun.)  Heavens, 

it  was  indeed  him !  (.-Iside,  crosses  to  L.H.I 

Lesur.  (Endeavouring  to  take  Jerome's  hand.)  And 

you  are  in  pood  health,  I  hope,  dear  father  ? 

Jerome.  Ah,  touch  me  not !    You — a — wound  in 
my  shoulder. 
Dau.  Wounded? 

Jerome.  (Endeavouring  to  turn  it  off.)  It  is  no- 
thing. 

Uau.  But,  sir,  you  belong  to  the  house  where  the 
rime  was  committed. 
J,e.-iur.  How  ?     Was  it  at  your  house  ? 
Dau.  You  were  a  witness  of  the  horrible  scene. 
You  arrived  at  the  moment  of  the  assassination  H 
ie*ur.  Assassination  !     Speak,  father,  speak! 
DOM.  Proceed,  sir.    Permit  me  to  take  notes  of 
the  deposition. 

(They  g've  Daubenton  chair, pajier, pen. 
All  sit  around  the  table.  Courriol 
keeps  his  handkerchief  before  his 
face-) 

Lesur.  Proceed,  father — speak  ! 

Jerome.  Do  you  wish  me  to  proceed.  Lesnrques  ? 
3o  be  it.  Last  night,  the  Courier  of  Lyons  and  his 
>ostilion  were  murdered  before  my  door. 

Julie.  Ah ! 

Lesiir.  (SurpWsed.)  Before  your  door  —  last 
night !  At  what  hour  ? 

Jerome.  (Aside,  astonished.)  His  audacity  as- 
;onishes  me — the  courier  always  passed  about 
eight  o'clock. 

I'd  '.  (Writing.)    And  you  saw  him  ? 

Jerome.  I  was  absent  when  the  murder  was  com- 
mitted. 

(Coiirriol  restless  on  the  chair.) 

Dr,n.  (Writing.)  You  had  a  servant  in  your 
lonse  ? 

.Lesur.  The  waiter — a  simple  lad. 


10  THE    COURIER    OF    LYONS. 

Jerome.  (Quickly  )  Ton  know  biia  !  That  lad 
\vas  fastened  in  the  cellar  by  the  assassins,  and 
there 

Cow.  (Palpitating.)    There? 

Jerome    There  hfi  could  not  see  anything. 

Cour.  (Takes  breath.)  No  —  no !  I  breathe 
again  ! 

Dau.  (To  Jerome.)  When  you  arrived  you  heard 
the  discharge  of  firearms  ? 

Jerome,   xes. 

Dau.  Did  you  see  the  person  who  shot  you  ? 

Jerome.  (Staring  at  his  son.)  As  plainly  as  I 
behold  my  son. 

Lesur.  (Going  towards  Jerome  )  You  can  recog- 
nise him,  then,  father?  Give  an  accurate  descrip- 
tion of  the  assassin.  Tell  everything  you  know. 


Dau.  (Kiting.)  I  wish,  now,  to  return  to  my 
own  residence.  There  are  witnesses  who  may  be 
waiting.  Monsieur  Jerome,  would  you  follow  me 
and  finish  your  evidence  ? 

Lesur.  No,  no!  pray  remain.  Send  word  to 
Monsieur  Daubenton's,  and  if  anyoi  e  wants  him 
they  will  plr-ase  to  come  here.  You  must  stay 
dinner.  By  taking  my  father  away,  you  add  to 
the  uuhappir.ess  this  affair  has  caused  us,  and  we 
who  are  innocent  should  not  suffer  for  the  guilty. 


(Crosses  to  R.,  and  sits, 
reseats  Jumself.) 


Dau.be  n  ton 


Jerome.  (Surprised,  aside.)  What  unparalleled 
assurance — the  hardened  villain  ! 

Lesur.  Come,  dinner  is  ready.  Julie,  order  it  up 
in  five  minutes.  (They  cross  to  R.  H.)  Take  care 
of  your  grandfather,  and  attend  to  his  shoulder. 

(Lemirques  offers  his  arm  to  Jerome,  who 
refuses  it,  unseen  by  all.  Exeunt 
Julie  and  Jerome,  R.  H.) 

Gucr.  Yon  never  mentioned   yesterday   to    me 
that  your  father  r,  sided  at  Lieursaint. 
Lain.  (L.  H.I  Nor  to  me. 
Lesur.  It  was  known  only  to  myself. 


Dan.  But,  before  the  nun-dor? 

Joli.  Oh  !  I  wasn't  iu  the  cellar  then. 

Dau.  Then  you  saw 

Joli.  Oh,  that  joker!  I  believe  you,  I  did  see 
him.  I  paw  him  first  when  he  asked  me  for  some 
wiue.  I  saw  him  when  I  gave  him  a  bit  of  string 
to  tie  up  the  chain  of  his  spur,  the  rascal ! 

Dau.  (Writing.)  A.  broken  spur.  This  is  in- 
formation. Aud  what  followed  ? 

Jolt.  Why  then  I  saw  another  one  who  poked 
me  into 

Dau.  Wait  whilst  I  write. 

Enter  COURRIOL,  E.  H. 

Caur.  (A  ide.)  I  am  getting  uncomfortable,  here. 
I  think  ihe  sooner  I  am  oil  the  better.  Ah!  the 


lad  of  the  inn. 

Joli.  (Seeing  Courriol.)     Oh,  good  gracious ! 

Dow,.  What? 

Joli.  There's  one  of  'em ! 

Cour.  (<4sid«.)     He  knows  me. 

Dau.  What  say  you  ? 

Joli.  That's  the  one  who  locked  me  in  the 
cellar. 

Cour.  (Aside,  going  to  Joliquet.)  If  I  hesitate  I 
am  lost.  (Aloud.)  What  s  that— what  are  you 
talking  about  ? 

Jolt.  (B.  c.,  at  table.)  Thieves !  Murder ! 
Police ! 

Dau.  Are  yon  mad  ? 

Jolt.  I  say  it's  him. 

Cour.  His  head's  turned,  poor  fellow ! 

Jolt.  Ah,  that's  his  voice !  (He  imitafes  the 
peculiarities  of  the  actor's  voice.)  Keep  him  off! 
Arrest  him,  gendarmes !  Take  him  np— he  put  me 
down — take  him  up — don't  spare  him,  the  mur- 
derer ! 

Cour.  (Seizes  him  by  the  coUar.)    Wretch ! 

Dau.  Eh,  sir,  let  the  lad  alone— let  him  speak. 

Cour.  Sir!  so  ridiculous  an  accusation. 

Dau.    You  can  prove   him   in  error,  no  doubt. 


6u.r.  (u  H.)  Were  you  going  there  yesterday,    ^  ££,—  fiMR.^ 


when  we  saw  yon  on  horseback  ? 

L«sur.  (Observed  by  Daubenton,  hesitates.)   Eh, 
no.    I  walked  to  Yiuceuues. 

Eiiier  SERVANT  witJt  a  letter,  c.  D.,  gives  it  to 
DAUBENXON. 


Caur.  If  he  don't  retract  every  word  he  has  said, 
.Joli.  Help!     Thieves!     Murder! 


Enter  JULIE,  JEROME,  and  JEANNE,  B.  H. 
t      Jerome.  What  is  this? 
Daw.   An    officer    aud    two   gendarmes,  with  a  I     Joli.  Oh,  master,  master,  I've  got  one— that  is, 
witness.     I  must  go.  j  we  have  got  one  of  them. 

Lesur.  No,  no;  make  this  your  office.     You  can  (Points  to  Courriol.) 

interrogate  him  here.    We  will  leave  you.    Come,        juj{e    Why,  that  is  Monsieur  Courriol. 


send  the   gentleman  up  here. 
Don't  let  the  soup  pet  cold. 


Dinner  is    ready. 


>ri(7i  Guenieau,  Lambert,  and 
~  Courriol,  E.  H. 

Enter  OFFICES,  L.  n.,  end  two  Gendarmes,  with 
JOLIQUET. 

Dau.  Whom  have  yon  here  ? 

Officer.  A  witness  from  Lieursaint.    The  waiter 


of  the  tavern. 

Dau.  Ah.  the  lad  whom  the  murderers  confined 
in  the  cellar.  What  is  your  name  and  occupation  ?  .      

Joli.    Joiiquet,   monsieur,   waiter   to    Monsieur  j  courier ! 
Jerome.  I     Lesvr.  Me  ? 

Dau.  Monsieur  Jerome  Lesnrques  ?  Julie.  My  fathej  ? 

Joli.  Ah!    I    don't   know  anything    about   Le- 
Burques.     I  only  know  him  as  Monsieur  Jerome. 


Cour.  Yes,  yes,  me— whom  this  silly  fellow 
accuses. 

LESURQUES  enfers,  c.,  with  GUERNEAU, 
LAMBERT,  and  DIDIER. 

Lesur.  What  is  this  disturbance?  Who  is  ac- 
cused ? 

Jolt.  (Poijtts  to  Lesurques.)  Ah,  there's  another 
of  'em  ! 


Oiimes.  The  other? 

Dau.  What  does  he  say  ? 

Joli.    That's    the    murderer    who    killed 


the 


Dau.  Yon  were  there  when  the  murder  was  com- 
mitted ? 
Joli.  I  was  in  the  cellar. 


Cour.  (Aside.)  Oh,  the  resemblance! 

Joli.  That's  the  man  I  gave  a  bit  of  string  to 


mend  his  broken  spur. 

Julie  and  Didu-r.   His    broken   spur!     Oh,   my 
dear  father. 
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Dau.  Heavens 

Jerome.  (Aside.)  He  is  lost ! 

Dau.  But  my  friend  hero  was  not  at  Lioursaiut 
yesterday ;  he  told  us  so  jnst  now. 

Jt'r.nnv,  No;  lie  was  not  at  Lieursaint — no! 

Jolt.  Ah,  master !  you  say  that  when  he  shot 
yon  in  the  shoulder ! 

Jeromr.  No,  no !  I  tell  you  he  was  not  at  the 
inn. 

Lesur.  Do  not  contradict  the  lad,  my  dear 
father. 

Joli.  (Aslle.)  His  father! 

Lesur.  I  was  there.  You  saw  me  leave  on  the 
horse  Courriol  hired  for  me. 

C.'ur.  (As  de)  Why  did  he  mention  that  ? 

Dou.  You  avow  that  you  were  at  Lieursaint 
yest-.-rday  with  Monsieur  Curriol  ? 

Lesur.  I  went  there.  I  did  not  say  with  Cour- 
riol, but  on  a  horse  he  procured  for  me. 

Guer.  That  is  trne — we  can  affirm  it. 

Cour.  Although  I  obtained  a  horse  for  my  friend, 
Lesurques,  I  did  not  go  to  L  eursaint. 

Joli.  What  a  wicked  story-teller. 

Julie.  Oh,  heavens ! 

'Jan.  And  you  were  at  your  father's  house,  as  the 
tlad  said 

Lesur.  Yes,  I  avow  it. 

Dau.  And  did  von  break  your  spur  ? 

J-esur.  Yes.    Why  should  I  deny  the  truth  ? 

C  ur.  (Aside).  Ah,  poor  devil,  h .;  has  spoken  too 
inch ! 

Jerome.  (Aside  to  Lesurques.)  Be  silent,  unhappy 
aau!  (Crosses  to  c.) 

Dint.  Take  care,  Lesurques!  If  you  avow  all 
T»is,  and  the  hid  is  not  deceived  in  recognising 

Lesur.  He  knows  me  again,  of  course,  as  I  well 
member  him. 

u.  But    he    calls  you  the   murderer    of    the 
iurler. 
if    Lesur.  Me? 

Je/-om«.  (Hastily.)  No,  Joliquet!  not  him  !  No — 
you  did  not  say  so ! 
•  Joli.  I — you  see,  I  did  not  know  he  was  master's 

Lesur.  Let  him  speak  the  truth.  You  saw  me  at 
|  my  father's  house  ?  You  gave  me  string  to  mend 
|  my  broken  spur?  You  went  into  the  cellar  for 

:  wine 

Jolt.  (Aside  to  Jerome.)  Must  I  say  yes  ? 
Lesur.  And  during  his  absence  in   the   cellar  I 
.  entered  your  apartment  ?     And  now,  father,  you 
i  found  what  I  left  in  your  desk  ? 
;     Jerome.  Me  ?    What  mean  you  ? 
!     Lesiir.  Knowing  your  difficulties,  I  left  a  bag  of 
I  money  for  your  use.    Speak  !     You  round  it? 

Jerome.  No! 

•  Lesur.  S;»-a.-.t  father!  You  see  they  would  make 
me  an  assassin!  You  can  prove  I  came  to  assist 
'you  with  this  money !  You  can  clear  me !  Speak! 
Jerome.  (Astounded — overcome.)  No,  I  found  it 
not.  Lost!  lost!  lost! 

(He  is  borne  off  by  Lambert  and  Didier 
through,  B.  H.  door.) 

;  Lesur.  Great  Heaven !  What  can  I  say  to  all 
ibis  ? 

Dau.  Witness,  do  you  persist  in  the  truth  of  your 
tatement?  I  caution  you,  under  the  pain  of 
ufferinu  the  punishment  of  a  false  witness,  do  you 

rear  that  Lesurques  was  at  your  master's  house 

It  night  ? 

Toli.  (Terrified.)  Yes,  sir. 


Coitr.  (To  Uaubenlon.)  But  not  me? 
Joli.  Oh,  he's  not  one  of  the  family.      I  duu't 
bargain  for  that.    I'll  swear,  if  I  lose  my  head, 
that  chap  fastened  ine  in  the  cellar !     I  know  his 
voice !     Oh,  the  villain ! 

[fc.i't,    H.    door.     Two    Soldif-rs   come 

forward,  L.  H. 

Dau.    In  the  name  of  the  law  seize  that  man. 
Lssurques,  you  are  under  arrest. 
Julie.  My  father ! 
Lesur.  My  child! 

[Omnes  in  consternation.    Exit  OJlcer, 

L.  H. 

Jeanne.  (Aside.)  I  see  it  all ;  the  fatal  resem- 
blance has  destroyed  him.  Heaven  shield  the 
innocent  aud  punish  the  guilty. 

(The   Ojicer  who  has  gone  off  returns 
and  whispers  to  Liiii&cnivn.} 

Dau.  I  have  just  received  information  that 
several  witnesses  have  arrived  from  Montux-roa  who 
can  recognise  the  m"U  who  wore  seen  on  tin1 
and  stopped  at  the  inn  at  Montgerou,  to  L:.eu'-sniut 
last  night.  Lasnrques  and  Courriol,  the  officer 
will  condnct  you  iuto  another  room  for  a  few 
m  nutes.  (They  are  taken  off  by  Officer,  C.  i>.) 
Bring  ou  this  man  aud  the  witnesses. 

Exit    Officer,  v;1io    returns    with    gendarmes  and 
CHOPPARD,  L.  H. 

Dau,  (Bis«s  and  crosses  to  L.  H.  table.)  Your 
name? 

Chop.  (B.)  Polyphemus  Choppard,  horsedeak-r; 
alias  the  Amiable  Griffin. 

Dan.  (Talking  to  Officer,  and  sends  him  off,  c.) 
You  are  a  witness  in  this  case. 

Chap.  (Aside.)  Witness  ;  oh,  that's  all  ricrht ;  a 
witness.  I  thought  I  was  a  principal.  Thunder 
and  mystery  !  I  must  keep  my  whip  quiet,  and 
slacKen  my  pace. 

Dau.  You  have  not  been  at  home  since  the 
attack  on  the  mail. 

Cuop.  Very  likely;  I  often  sieep  out.  My  missus 
never  grumbles,  pood  soul;  she  knows  I  have  to 
attend  all  the  horsu  fairs.  She  minds  the  business, 
and  is  as  much  up  to  suuff  as  her  amiable  hus- 
band. 

Dau.  I  wish  to  confront  you  with  the  accused. 

(Music.) 

Chop.  With  pleasure.  (Aside.)  Well,  it's  better 
to  be  a  witness.  I'm  free.  Someone  has  tumbled 
into  the  horse-trough.  Who  have  they  taken  ?  I 
heard  Courriol.  Well,  I  don't  care  about  him— no 
pal  of  mine.  But  who  is  the  other  they  have 
bagged  ?  It  can't  be  Dubosc — he's  the  only  one  I 
have  any  interest  tor.  Ah,  there's  Courriol ! 

Enter  OOUREIOL  and  LESURQUES,  c.  D. 

And,  thunder  and  pickles— Dubosc! 
Jeanne  (Aside.)  The  likeness  confounds  him. 
Cour.  (Starts  aside.)  Choppar  i ! 

(Doubenton,  consults  Officer.) 

Lesur.  This  house,  where  I  hoped  to  end  my  days 
in  peace  and  happiness  with  my  dear  children. 

Chop.  His  child  !  Oh,  this  is  his  family  nest ! 
Well,  he  cuts  it  fat.  He  seems  to  have  the  nose- 
bag on ;  I'll  give  him  a  chirrup.  Don't  be  down 
in  the  mouth,  my  dear  sir;  it  is  not  me  who  has 
accused  you. 

Dau.  Whom  do  yon  kno'v  here,  Choppard  ? 

Chop.  (Recollecting  himself.)  Bh  !  me  !  Oh,  I  see 
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Monsieur  Cpurriol,   whom  I  know, 
home,  Monsieur  Courriol  ? 

Cour.  (L.  H  >  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Dait.  (L.  H.,  at  table.)  Had  you  anything:  to  do 
with  Monsieur  Courriol  on  the  eighth  of  May  ? 

(Courriol  looks  at  Choppard.) 

Chop.  Nothing  particular. 

J'au.  Did  he  hire  a  horse  of  you  ? 

Cour.  Suppose  he  did,  there's  nothing  astonish- 
ing in  that. 

Doit.  Do  you  recognise  any  other  persons  here 
present  ? 

Chop.  I  have  a  cold  in  one  of  ray  eyes. 

Dan.  (Point*  to  Lesurqites.)  This  gentleman,  for 
instance  ? 

Chop.  (Wink*  at  Lesurques,  and  crosses  to  c.)  I 
have  not  the  honour. 

Dart.  Be  careful,  for  that  gentleman  was  at  your 
house  on  the  ei.'hth  of  May. 

Chop.  At  iny  house  ? 

Dau.  Certainly — he  has  so  declared. 

Chop.  (Aside  to  Lesurqu.es.)  You've  declared 
that  ?  Thunder  and  blue  noses  1  You  say  that  you 
were  at  my  house  ?  Nonsense  I 

.Lesur.  Certainly.  I  was  taken  there  by  Conr- 
riol. 

Chop.  (Aside  to  Lesurques.)  Are  you  mad? 

Lesur.  Why  do  you  whisper  and  make  signs  to 
me? 

Chop.  (Aside  to  Lesurques.)  You'll  get  into  a 
mass,  and  me  too.  Let  me  disown  you.  (Aloud.)  If 
yon  were  at  my  crib  I  didn't  see  you. 

Don.  If  yon  were  not  at  home,  tell  me,  where 
were  you  on  that  night  ? 

Chop.  (Aside.)  Thunder  and  rat-traps!  In 
getting  him  unhooked,  I  shall  get  hooked  myself. 

Cour.  (Crossing  to  Choppard.)  I  can  assist  your 
memory,  with  the  magistrate's  permission  (Crosses 
to  a.  H.)  You  were  there  about  four  o'clock,  were 
you  not,  Lesurques  ? 

Chop.  (Astonished.)  Lesurques! 

Cour.  (Aside,  quickly.)  Yes,  he  is  not  Dubosc— 
but  the  man  he  resembles,  whom  they  have  taken 
for  him. 

C  op.  (^loud.)  It  is  not  Dubosc — eh  ? 

Dau.  (Aside,  watching  them.)  They  whisper. 

Jeanne.  (Listens.)  Thev  named  Dubosc. 

Cour.  At  four  o'clo-k  Choppard  was  at  home. 

Lesur.  I  did  not  see  him. 

Chop.  I  might  be  at  home  without  you  seeing 
me.  I  am  often  out  when  I'm  at  home. 

Cour.  Lesnrqnes  hired  a  horse  of  you. 

Chop.  Yes,  the  Whistler. 

Cour.  But  I  did  not;  I  did  not  ride  out  with 
Lesurques. 

Chop.  With  Lesurqnes  ?  No,  I'll  swear  that  by 
all  the  thunder  that 

Dau.  (Writes  eagerly.)  Very  good — very  good! 
yon  swear  that  ? 

Cour.  At  length  you  will  allow  that  this  proves 
my  innocence. 

(Goes  up  c.) 

Chop.  It's  true— he's  an  innocent  bird,  as  I  am 
myself. 

I  our.  Bfsides,  let  me  ask,  was  I  at  Lieursaint 
with  you,  Lesurques  ? 

Lesur.  No,  you  were  not. 

Chop.  And  now  yon  have  my  deposition,  will 
yon  let  me  go  to  my  domicile,  as  my  wife  will  be 
expecting  me  to  supper,  and  my  tripe  and  onions 


will  be  spoiled  ? 
Dau.  (Sends  off  Officer.) 


Not  yet,  you  cannot  be 


spared.  Lesurques,  seat  yourself  next  to  your 
daughter.  Courriol,  you  converse  with  Didier, 
and  Choppard,  please  to  place  yourself  at  my  side. 
No  uneasiness,  and  let  no  one  speak  until  I  request 
them. 

Enter  OFFICER,  with  the  POSTMASTER. 
LOUISE,  OSTLER,  L.  H. 

Dou.  (To  Postmaster.)  Yon  are  the  Postmaster 
of  Montgeron,  and  it  appears  by  the  depositions  of 
the  police  that  the  robbers  of  the  mail  and  the 
assassins  of  the  Courier  of  Lyons  remained  some 
time  at  your  inn. 

Old  31  an.  Unfortunately  they  did. 

Dau.  Can  yon  furnish  uie  with  anything  parti- 
cular that  occurred?  Should  you  know  them 
again  ? 

Old  Man.  I  could  swear  to  all  four  of  them  aguin. 
They  all  came  on  horseback. 

(Daube)  ton     observes     Choppard    and 
Courriol  express  alarm.) 

Ostler.  All  hired  horses. 

Chop  (Alarmed.)    How  do  you  know  that  ? 

Ostler.  They  were  all  screws— lame,  blind,  and 
half -starved. 

Chop.  Thunder  and  lightning!  How  dare  you 
run  down  uiy  cattle ! 

Dau.  Yonrs? 

Cour.  (Interrupts.)  As  a  horsedealer  he  natur- 
ally feels  his  pride  hurt  at  hearing  hired  horses  so 
abused. 

Dau.  (To  Girl.)  And  did  you  notice  anything,  my 
dear? 

Louise.  Yes ;  one  of  them  called  for  a  pint  of 
Hollands  and  drank  it  off  like  water. 

Chop.  Ah,  Dubosc's  little  sin. 

O.'d  Man.  (To  Ostler).  And  remember  the  brush- 
ng  you  gave  one  of  them— the  most  elegant  of  the 
four — who  said  the  dust  would  spoil  his  coat ! 

Cour.  (Starts.)  Ah ! 

Chop.  (Aside.)  Conrriol's  trapped!  He  must  be 
brushed.  The  lavender  jackass ! 

Old  Man.  Another  of  them  kept  crying  thunder 
this  and  thunder  that,  and  kept  whipping  every- 
thiug,  and  swearing  they  had  ruined  his  high-bred 
cattle! 

Chop.  Thundering  old  twaddler '. 

Dau.  Do  you  think  you  should  know  that  man 
again  ? 

Old  Man.  (Choppard  turns  his  back).  Certainly, 
for  when  they  rode  away  from  my  inn  he  had  for- 
gotten his  whip.  I  ran  after  him  with  it,  but  he 
was  gone,  but  within  an  hour  after  hu  returned, 
seemingly  in  haste,  and  when  I  gave  it  to  him  he 
snatched  it  from  me  so  rudely  that  the  knob  of  the 
whip  came  off. 

Dau.  Did  he  pick  it  up  ? 

Old  Man.  No  ;  he  rode  off  at  a  gallop.  I  picked 
it  up — it  is  here,  sir.  (Gives  it  to  Daubenton.) 
There  are  two  letters  on  it — P  and  C ! 

Daw.  Monsieur  Choppard,  your  name  is 

Choji.  Polyphemus  Choppard. 

Old  Man.   Why,  that's  the  very  man! 

Lesur.  (Adtanctn<],  down  L.  H.)  Indeed  I 

Louwe.  (Sees  Lesurques,  poinfs  to  him,  and 
screams.)  And  there's  the  man  that  drank  the  pint 
of  Hollands ! 

0«tler.  (Crosses.)  And  there's  the  dandy  gentle- 
man as  I  brushed,  and  that's  the  very  coat,  too  I 

Dau.  (c.  Doirn.)  Look  well  at  the  three  persons! 
Do  you  swear  they  are  all  the  same  ? 
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Omnes.   Yes,  we  swear ! 

(Julie  takes  Jerome  to  nofa.  H.  L.) 

Dau.  (Speaks  to  the  Officer,  wlio  produces  whip.) 
Polyphemus  Choppard,  this  handle  exactly  fits  the 
whip  found  in  your  house  by  the  police  this  morn- 
ing; 

Chop.  Well,  what  of  that  ?  You'll  find  a  dozen 
whips  with  their  knobs  off  there. 

Dau.  But  the  letters  on  it—"  P.  C."  ? 

Chop.  Well,  am  I  the  only  one  whose  name  begins 
with  a  C  ? 

Dau.  But  the  police  have  found  two  notes  of  the 
bank,  Numbers  159  and  180,  which  have  been  stolen 
from  the  portfolio  of  the  courier. 

Chop.  (Aside.)  Smoked!  That  old  woman  of 
mine  has  been  ruminating  my  breeches'  pockets ! 
Her  thundering  curiosity  has  doubled  me  up ! 

Dau.  Have  you  anything  to  confess  before  I 
commit  you  to  prison,  Choppard  and  Courriol  ? 

Chop.  Confess  !  What  a  luxury!  Do  you  think 
I'm  a  flat  ?  Thunder  and  nonsense! 

Lssur.  But  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to  confess 
thnt  I  was  not  with  you  at  Montgeron  ? 

Oho;).  What  pood  would  that  do  ?  (Aside.)  That 
would  endanger  Dubosc. 

Lesur.  My  friend  Courriol  says  that  I  was  not 
with  you. 

C'our.  You  were  not  with  me,  nor  was  I  with 
you.  I  swear  it !  We  both  are  innocent ! 

Chop.  I  am  as  innocent  as  a  two-year-old. 

Lesur.  (To  Choppard.)  You  know  my  innocence. 
Speak,  for  Heaven's  sake,  or  I'm  lost! 

Chop.  (Ani.de.)  Yes,  bnt  Dubosc  is  saved  !  How 
sweet  it  is  to  do  good!  {Retires  up  with  Courriol.) 

Lesur.  It  is  impossible  you  can  be  my  enemy. 
It  is  impossible  that  you  can  confound  me  with 
another  1  And  you,  my  good  girl,  look  at  me  well. 
Speak !  For  my  child's,  my  father's  sake,  who  are 
now  here,  I  implore  you  to  say  that  you  are  de- 
ceived !  You  do  not  reply.  Great  Heaven !  I  shall 
go  mad ! 

(He  sinks  into  a  chair.  L.  H.  Courriol 
and  Choppard  look  unconcerned.) 

Dau.  This  man  is  either  a  monster  or  a  martyr. 
But  I  can  doubt  no  more. 

(i.esuivjiws,  L.  H.,  embrace*  Julie. 
Didier  takes  her  off,  fainting.  Le- 
surques  crosses  to  L.  H.  Choppard 
and  Courriol  taken  off  at  door,  L.  H., 
by  two  Guards.) 

Dau.  I  have  done  my  duty  as  a  friend,  Lesurques. 
Henceforth  you  will  find  in  me  no  more  than  your 
judge.  I  arrest  you,  Joseph  Lesurques,  as  the 
murderer  of  the  Courier  of  Lyons ! 

END  or  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  in  Lesnrques's  Souse. 
Window  oj'icn'ng  on  the  garden  at  back.  Sofa, 
candles  burning  on  table.  Writing  materials. 
Doors  R.  H.  and  L.  H.  Julie  sleepiny  on  sofa 
next  to  Jerome,  tch>  hold  her  hands  in  his.  Jeanne 
watching  her. 

Jerome.  (To  Jeanne.)  Shut  the  window.  (Jeanne 
rises  and  closes  window,  and  reseat*  herself.)  The 
cold  air  penetrates,  this  room  is  damp. 

Jeanne,  (heated  at  R.  of  table,  on  L.  c.,  irorfcing.) 
Please  sir,  do  not  awaken  this  unhappy  lady.  It 
is  a  long  time  since  she  has  slept.  From  the  hour 


of  her  father's  condemnation,  her  mind  has  lejn 
been  impaired. 

Jerome.  Would  it  were  her  last  slumber,  that  she 
may  not  awake  to  a  knowledge  that  this  is  the 
morning  of  her  father's  execution.  I  cannot  stay 
here,  I  am  restless.  Yes,  I  will  seek  Daubenton ; 
that  will  be  some  relief  to  my  disordered  bra  n. 

(Puts  on  his  hat  and  coat  to  depart.) 

Jeanne.  What  shall  I  say,  sir,  to  mademoiselle  ? 

Jerome.  (Abstracted  in  thought.)  What  you  please 
—the  truth.  Farewell,  when  you  see  me  again, 
our  fate  will  be  sealed.  (He  kisses  Julie's  forehead.) 
Farewell !  [Exit,  L.  H. 

Jeanne.  (TFatc7iing  her.)  Perhaps  she  dreams  of 
her  father.  Mercy !  No,  I  must  not  keep  the  fatal 
secret.  Shall  I  beliold  an  innocent  man  condemned 
to  suffer  for  his  crime  who  has  brought  me  to 
misery,  famine,  and  despair,  and  they  who  have 
fostered  me,  sheltered  me  so  kindly.  No,  no !  I 
must,  at  the  price  of  my  honour,  reveal  the  truth. 
This  letter,  which  I  have  written  to  Mocsmur 
Daubenton,  will  explain  all. 

Julie.  (Awakens,  rises  dreamily.)  Oh,  save  my 
father,  he  is  on  the  scaffold!  (Bushes  to  Jeanne.) 

Jeanne.  (L.  H.)  Ah,  Mr.  Didier,  in  haste  I  What 
can  have  happened  ? 

Enter  DIDIER. 

Didier.  Jnlie — dear  Julie  I  I  bring  you  glad  tid- 
ings. Your  father's  innocence  can  no.v  be  p.-oved. 

Julie,  (c.)  Thank  Heaven ! 

Didier.  (L.)  The  crime  was  committed  after  eight 
o'clock  on  that  night.  I  have  proof  he  was  ia 
Paris  at  seven.  I  went  to  the  house  of  Choppard, 
the  rillanous  horsedealer,  and  told  his  wife  her 
husband's  life  depended  upon  the  production  of  his 
account-book,  in  which  the  time  is  noted  when 
each  horse  leaves  the  yard  and  the  hour  it  returns. 
She  refused !  I  offered  her  gold.  She  told  me  it 
was  destroyed.  Disappointed  in  my  hope  of  saving 
your  father,  I  exclaimed,  '!  I  would  give  any  sum 
to  obtain  it!"  She  paused;  said  she  would  not 
part  with  it  under  five  thousand  francs — I  gave 
her  that  sum — she  seized  it  with  avidity,  and  rising 
from  her  seat,  she  broke  tha  chair,  and  from  it 
produced  the  book.  It  is  here.  (Showing  it.)  Wo 
have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  I  will  obtain  a  coach 
and  return  for  you  immediately.  Part  not  with  it 
for  your  life  (Giving  it  to  her).  In  ten  minutes  I 
will  return  for  you. 

[Exit,  L.  H. 

Julie.  Thanks— thanks ! 

[Places  the  book  on  table,  takes  a  candle, 
and  exits,  R.  H. 

Jeanne.  (Solus.)  Providence  will  prove  the  accused 
innocent  and  save  me  from  the  grief  of  denouncing 
the  guilty.  The  assassin  is  the  father  of  my  child  ; 
if  he  is  destroyed  it  will  not  be  my  act. 

(She  burns  fie  Utter  she  had  written). 

Julie.  (Calls  without.)  Jeanne,  Jeanne! 

Jeanne..  Yes,  miss  1 

f Exits,  R.  H.,  taking  the  lighted  candle. 
Lights  down). 

Music. — FOT7INARD  appears  at  the  c.  window  with 
dark  lanthorn  and  opens  window;  DUBOSC  fol- 
lows. 
Fou.   (L.)   All  right,  Dabosc  —  quick  —  nobody 

here ! 

Dubosc.  (K.)  Who  was  here  just  now  ? 
Fou.  Two  women,  and  a  young  man  jabbering. 
(Going  lack  to  window), 
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Diibosc.  Where  are  yon  going  ? 

J'ou.  (Whispering.)  To  keep  a  look-oat  below  ! 

Dubosc.  You're  sure  he  didi:'t  take  the  book  away 
with  him  ? 

F ou.  No  ;  one  of  the  girls  put  it  on  the  table. 

Dubosc.  (Takes  book.)  True;  it  is  here. 

fou.    (Holding    lan'ern.)  Can  you  see?      Must  I 
hold  the  candle  to  the  devil  sometimes. 

Dubosc.  Eh? 

Fou.  I  said  I'm  not  fit  to  hold  a  candle  to  such  a 
devilish  clever  fellow  as  you  are. 

Dubosc.  (Beads.)  Here  it  is  . — "  Lesnrque«— the 
Whistler  returned  at  half-past  seven  on  the  8th  of 
May." 

(He  takes  a  penknife  and  scratches  it 
out.) 

Fou.  That's  uncommonly  clever !  Why  don't 
yon  take  the  book  at  once  ? 

Dubosc.  Pretty  Chicken !  When  he  returns  he'll 
miss  his  five  thousand  franc  book,  and  bawl  out 
thieves  before  we  are  clear  off. 

Fou.  Well,  as  my  caged  old  companion  the 
Amiable  Griffin  used  to  say, ' '  You  are  a  thun  Jering 
clever  thief."  Eh!  somebody's  coming ! 

Dubosc.  (Places  book  on  table.)  The  devil ! 

(Conceals  himself  behind  sofa,  L.  H. — 
Fouinard    blunders  off   through   the 


u-indoic,    C.  — Music.  —  Lights 
down.) 


half 


Enter  JULIE,  E.  H.,  with  her  bonnet,  £c.,  and  Jeanne 
with  the  candle. 

Julie.  I  think  I  heard  the  coach. 
Jeanne.  Yes,  Mr.  Didier  has  returned. 
Julie.  Now  for  my  treasure ! 

(To/res  book  and  exits,  L.  H. — Jeanne 
follows  her  uith  candle.  —  Lights 
down.) 

Dubosc.  Thirty-two  thousand  francs  yesterday, 
and  five  thousand  for  the  book  to-day.  Choppard 
is  a  rich  man,  and  if  anything  should  happen  to 
him — why,  I'll  marry  the  widow. 

JEANNE  enters,  L.  H. — Lights  half  up. 

Jeanne.  A  man  here  ? 

Dubosc.  Jeanne. 

Jeanne.  Dubosc.    Ah ! 

Dubosc.  Jeanne  in  this  house  ? 

Jeanne.  (Places  herself  before  him.)  Villain,  you 
pass  not  here. 

Dubosc.  Attempt  not  to  stay  me. 

Jeanne.  Never,  never!  You  escape  not  hence 
until  you  restore  to  liberty  and  honour  the 
master  sf  this  house. 

Dtibosc.  By  that  window  I  can  escape. 

(She  locfes  it.) 

Jeanne.  By  Heaven,  no!  (He  goes  to  window.) 
Stay,  or  I  will  alarm  the  house,  villain,  assassin 
of  the  Courier  of  Lyons.  To-night  you  pay  for 
all. 

Dubosc.  No  more  of  this  foolery.    Stand  aside ; 


Dubosc.  (Throws  her  off,  rushes  to  icindoic.) 
Maniac! 

Jeanne.  Help !     Murder!     Dn 

Dubosc.  (Stabs  her.)  Silencu  ! 

(She  fails,  and  the  scfr.e   changes    as 
Dubosc  stands  over  her.) 

SCENE  II.— The  Prison  of  La  Fo-ce,  d  ors  B.  and 

L.    Music. 
Enter  GAOLER  and  CHOPPARD,  slowly,  L.  H., 

through,  door.     Bench  run  on,  L.  H. 
Chop.  Ah,  this  is  better.     It's  thundering  warm 
in  there.    I  wish  I  could  get  a  cooler. 

Enter  COURRIOL,  dejec'ed,  L.  H. 
Gor>l<r.  There's  a  seat.  (Painting.) 

Chop.  Thank  you,  my  good  man.  Is  there  auy 
brandy  to  be  had  here  ?  Ati  imbleful  iu  tiie  pump 
liquid.  Can't  we  shed  a  tear  '? 

(Gaoler  sna/.-cs  his  head.) 

JEnter  LESURQUES,  L.  H.    DAITBENTON  and 
JEROME,  a.  H. 

Lesur.  (Goes  up  to  Dattberton.)  I  thank  yon, 
sir,  for  all  kindness  evinced  towards  me.  (Sees 
Jerome.)  My  father!  (Jerome  turns /rom  him.) 
Still  you  persist  in  believing  me  guilty.  This  is 
worse  than  death  itself !  Wretched  being  that  I 
am! 

Cow.  (To  Choppard.)  Does  it  not  pain  yon  to 
see  that  innocent  man  suffer  ?  His  own  father -will 
not  even  look  upon  him.  Have  you  no  feeling — no 
sensibility  ? 

Chop.  Thunder  and  twaddle !  Who  ever  heard 
of  a  horsedealer  with  feelings  of  sensibility?  It's 
a  luxury  we  don't  indnlge  in.  If  we  escape,  he'll 
get  off  too.  If  we  are  condemned,  why,  there's  an 
end  of  onr  business  iu  this  world. 

Cour.  But  we  can  confess  that  he  is  innocent. 

Chop.  If  we  confess  that  he  is  innocent,  you  con- 
fess that  we  are  guilty,  and — cone — (Chops  his  neck 
with  his  open  hand.)  Thick-headed  pump  ! 

(Aside.) 

Cour.  True ! 

Chop.  And  then  my  blossom  of  a  friend  Dabosc — 
I  will  not  get  him  into  a  hobble. 

Lesur.  (To  Daube  tow.)  In  one  honr  I  shall 
fulfil  my  destiny  on  earth.  Sir,  I  can  have  no  in- 
terest to  tell  a  lie.  The  esteem  of  one  man  will  be 
of  little  import  when  I  am  about  to  be  dishonoured 
in  the  eyes  of  the  universe.  Well,  I  swear,  sir,  in 
the  name  of  Heaven,  that  I  am  innocent  of  the 
crime  imputed  to  me. 

Enter  JULIE  and  DIDIER,  shou-ing  papers  to  the 
Gaoler,  who  allows  them  to  come  in. 

Julie.  Yes,  yes,  he  is  innocent !  We  have  found 
the  proof  that  will  show  him  guiltless  ! 

Lesur.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Julie.  Ah,  speak,  Didier- 1  cannot ! 

Didier.  (Crosses  to  centre.)  If  we  could  prove  that 
Monsieur  Lesurqnes  was  in  Paris  at  half-past  seven 


you  know  me  ?  '  '  o'clock  on  the  eighth,  would  you  believe  him  inno- 

Jeanne.  (Laughing.)  Ha,  ha  1  I  fear    you  not —  '  cent  ? 


yen  are  in  my  power. 

Dubosc.  (Goes  to  window,  she  seizes  htm.)  Adieu, 
Jeanne ! 


Daw.  That  is  impossible. 
Didi«r  (Produces  boot.)    This  book  proves  that 
Lesnrqnes  was  in  Paris  at  half-past  seven  o'clock. 


Jeanne.  (Struggling.)  No,  I  will  call  for  assist- '  See  1 

ance.  )      Dau.   Here  are  words  effaced,  there's  an  eijrht, 

Dubosc.  Footsteps  !    Release  me.  I  but  the  rest  is  scratched  out— illegible.    A  pions 

Jeanne.  Never,  while  I  breathe.  '  fraud  to  save  Leeurques's  life. 


THE    COURIER    OF     LY,  SS. 


15 


Didier    Julie,  yon  did  not  leave  the  hook  ? 

Julie.  I  placet!  it  on  a  table  for  a  few  minutes 
•while  I  dressed  mvself,  and  there  I  found  it. 

J tidier.  Jeanne  alone  could  have  done  this. 

Julie.  Jeauue,  whom  we  have  succoured !  Yet 
she  alone  knew  where  I  placed  it ! 

Lesur.  Who  could  have  been  so  much  my  enemy 
to  rob  me  thus  of  life  and  honour  ? 

Enter  JEANNE,  pale  and  faint,  B.  H. 

Jeanne.  I  can  name  him  ! 

All.  Jeanne  I 

Jeanne.  Support  me,  I  am  feeble !  One  moment 
—listen  !  A  man  entered  the  room  through  the 
window  which  he  had  broken,  and  perpetrated 
that  atrocious  act.  I  saw,  recognised,  and  seized 
him.  I  callsd  for  assistance,  but  the  villain 
stabbed  me  and  fled ! 

Dau.  And  the  man  who  stabbed  you ! 

Jeanne.  (Sees  Choppard  and  ourriol).  Is  the 
living  portrait  of  Le«urqne«.  Fatal  resemblance  ! 
Chance  has  given  the  same  features  to  the  most 
honest  and  wicked  of  men.  Demand  of  those  two 
men  if  they  do  not  know  of  whom  I  gpeak  ! 

(They  rise.) 

Cour.  [Aside.)  Heavens! 

Jeanne.  Will  you  name  him  ?  Courriol,  you  know 
him? 

Cour.  Who? 

Jeanne.  He  who  alone  is  interested  in  the  con- 
demnation of  this  worthy  man— who  entered  by 
the  window  to  destroy  the  proof  of  this  man's 
innocence — who  was  the  villain  to  stab  a  helpless 
woman  !  You  can  name  him  and  save  me  the 
avowal. 

Cotir.  This  is  horrible! 

Jeanne.  Courage,  man!  You  have  nothing  to 
hope  from  mortal.  Merit  the  pardon  of  Heaven. 
Xame  the  assassin ! 

Cour.  I  am  dumb-struck  ! 

Jeanne.  (To  Ckopt  nra.)  And  you,  sir? 

Chop.  Speaking  to  me,  my  dear  woman  ? 

(Ki«es.) 

Jeanne.  Your  wife  will  avow  the  truth  if  you  do 
not.  Still  silent?  Listen,  then!  I  die  murdered 
by  that  villain — I,  the  mother  of  his  child!  Will 
you  be  eenerons  and  confers  that  you  are  the  ac- 
complices of  the  infamous  Dubosc  ? 

Ail.  Dubosc ! 

Cour.  I  confess  ! 

I.esur.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

COKV.  There  is  a  man  named  Dubosc  who  re- 
sembles Lesnrques  as  much  alike  as  two  peas. 

Choi*.  (7'o  Courriol.)  Sneak!     Are  you  mad  ? 

Cour.  I  am  guilty  of  the  crime.  I  do  not  wish  to 
shed  the  blood  of  au  innocent  man.  I  have  a  soul 
hereafter.  (Crosses  to  L.  H.) 

liau.  And  you,  Choppard — do  you  confess  thus 
much  ? 

Chop.  (Very  folitely.)  Speaking  to  me  ? 

Lesur.  Answer,  for  my  sake — for  my  father's  and 
my  poor  child's ! 

Chop.  I  never  was  blessed  with  any  blessed 
babbies. 

Dan.  Is  Lesurques  an  assassin  ? 

Julie.  (Kneels.)  A  single  word  from  yon  would 
save  my  dear  father's  life. 

Chop.  (Looking  at  her.)  In  the  name  of  thunder 
and  giiiUoti-.es,  you  want  me  to  chop  my  own  pre- 
cious head  off,  because  this  drivelling  dandy  has 
opened  his  mouth.  Well,  since  he  has,  I'll  open 
luiuu  wider.  I  confess  Lesurques  is  innocent. 


More,  that  Dnhopc  c  ncocted  the  plan  of  the  attack 
of  the  mail.  Wu  \v. •;>.•  all  at  the  mnrdcr,  au<i  al- 
though it  is  sw-irn  that,  Losurques  was  the -re,  they 
have  sworn  to  a  IIP.  The  man  they  saw  was 
Dubosc— Dubosc  :  Now  I've  given  my  head,  are  you 
content? 

(Crns«.«  tn  L  H.  Lesurques  crosses  to 
Danlcnton.) 

Dan.  Pardon  me,  Lesurqnes.  I  condemned  yon, 
and  I  will  now  try  to  save  you. 

Lesur    My  father ! 

Jerome..  'Embrace*  lu'm  )  My  son,  mv  son'. 

Dau.  (Writes  and  gives  note  to  Julie.)  Take  this 
note  to  the  President  of  the  Coiirt. 

[Ei-eimt  Julr>,  E.  H. 

Jeanne.  If  I  can  discover  Dnbosc,  Lesurques  will 
be  saved. 

[Exit  Jeanne. 

Jerome.  (R.  H.)  Is  there  any  hope?  What 
meant  the  crowd  about  the  prison  gates  as  I 
passed  the  Place  de  Greve  ? 

Daw.  (c.)  Be  calm.  The  scaffold  may  be  erected, 
but  it  has  not  yet  its  victim.  At  this  moment 
Julie  has  (in  audience  of  the  Directory.  Although 
they  have  not  the  power  to  pardon  him,  they  can 
grant  him  a  respite.  Tbev  cannot  alter  the  laws, 
they  can  only  prevent  execution. 

Jerome.  Because  a  man  resembles  another,  shall 
he  die  the  death  of  a  robber  and  a  murderer.  Tell 
me  not  that  they  will  refuse  mercy  to  my  eon — it 
is  impossible ! 

Enter  DIDIER  and  JULIE. 

Didier.  It  is,  alas,  too  true ;  they  have  refused. 

Julie.  I  cast  myself  before  them,  on  my  knees 
begsed  for  my  father's  life — offered  mine  in  ex- 
change. Tears  fell  from  their  eyes,  but  they  re- 
fused. Give  me  my  father!  Yon  sir,  "first 
condemned  him.  I  demand  him  of  you — restore 
him  to  me. 

Dau.  Unhappy  girl— I  cannot  assist  you.  The 
executioner  must  carry  out  the  sentence.  Such  is 
the  law,  Lesurqnes.  (Crosses  to  L.  H.) 

Lesur.  Daubenton,  I  forgive  yon !  Justice  is 
appeased,  and  I  am  its  victim.  Do  not  weep  thus, 
Julie,  you  will  deprive  me  of  that  courage  I  now 
stand  so  much  in  need  of  to  quit  a  life  which  your 
kind  love  for  years  has  made  so  dear  to  me. 
(Kisses  her.  To  Jerome  and  Didier,  who  are  weeping.) 
You  are  men.  I  have  a  right  to  ask  of  yon  resigna- 
tion !  R  -ni'iin!  er,  father,  that  at  sixteen  years  of 
age  I  had  marched  against  the  enemy!  I  bore 
their  colours  singly  from  the  field;  my  heartbeats 
now  !i s  firmly  as  then.  Wherefore  do  you  despond. 
I  am  resigned  ;  I  bow  to  the  will  of  Heaven  ;  we 
cannot  escape  destiny  !  (t  rosses.) 

Jidif  (Fallinj  in  her  father's  arms.)  Father, 
father ! 

Lesttr.  My  poor  child,  farewell,  farewell! 
Didier,  I  confide  this  treasure  to  your  care.  She 
is  yours !  By  love  and  kindness  endeavour  to 
replace  me  !  (He  kisses  her  forehead.  Didier  is 
taim;  her  from  him.  To  Jerome.)  Bless  you,  my 
father  !  (Sfiofces  hands.)  I  go  not  to  the  scaffold, 
but  to  heaven.  Bless  you  all !  (Crosses  to  L.  H.) 

(J.romc  kmeling,  kisses  his  hand.  Julie 
i»  .removed  off  by  Didier.  Ejaunt 
Jerome,  with  Didier  and  Julie,  whilst 
Lesur<]Ues  is  anxiously  watching  Tiis 
daughter's  remcval. 
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DAU.  Conduct  the  prisoners  to  their  coll-" ! 

L#ii."ine8s   with  Lesurqucs,  Ghojpird, 
and  Courriol  in  mounting. 

SCENE  III. — .4  Tavern  at  the  corner  oft'ie  Place  de 
Greve. — IE.  a  biilco'.y.  At  t!.e  back  i»  seen  the 
quay  and  tower  nf  Notre  Dame. — A  table  at  which 
DUBOSC  is  «eaf«d,  FOUINARD  near  him.— They 
are  drinking.  A  pillar  and  a  large  barrel  as  a 
sign.  A  post  large  enough  for  Dulosc  to  hide  from 
the  audience  When  he  disappears  a  person 
dressed  like  him  must  be  ready  to  take  his  place. 
A  staircase  leading  tip  to  the  balcony,  R.  H.,  open- 
t'n g  at  the  back  of  the  terrace. 

Dubosc.  Drink,  man,  drink  1  My  throat  is 
parched — I  burn  1 

Fou.  You're  drunk  enough.  If  they  should 
happen  to  see  you,  you'll  be  taken.  I  sha'n't  stop 
here ;  I  shall  go  down. 

Dubpsc.  They'll  never  take  me.  Drink  man— this 
place  is  mine — I've  taken  it  up  for  the  day — nobody 
can  come  np  here.  I  can  sit  at  my  ease  and  com- 
mand a  splendid  view  of  the  Place  de  Greve.  I  can 
Bee  the  guillotine  from  here  beautifully. 

Fou.  (Crosses  to  L.  H.)  Poor  Lesnrques!  Poor 
devil,  I  pity  him  ! 

Dubosc.  Perhaps  you'd  prefer  seeing  me  a  head 
shorter,  eh?  (Col'ars  Fouinird.) 

Fou.  (Alarmed.}  No,  my  dear  friend  Uubosc. 
(Aside.)  Oh,  if  the  others  could  but  arrive  in  time ! 
(Aloud.)  But  pray  don't  drink  any  more.  You'll 
get  as  drunk  as  a  pig. 

Dttbosc.  It  must  be  near  the  time.  How  slow 
these  people  are  in  chopping  off  a  fellow's  head  ! 
Confound  it !  why  don't  they  do  it  at  once  ?  Come 
on !  come  on  ! 

Fou.  Don't  be  bellowing  out  like  a  mad  bull, 
that's  a  good  fellow  1  Pray  don't  frighten  me,  for 
if  you  should  be  taken  what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Dubosc.  (Collaring  Fouinard.)  Be  quiet,  I  tell  you ! 
I  wish  to  make  myself  safe — quite  secure.  I  know 
the  law.  My  place  is  taken  by  another.  A  crime 
has  been  committed ;  the  law  claims  a  victim. 
That  victim  is  punished  by  the  law  and  society  is 
satisfied.  They  cannot  punish  two  persons  for  the 
game  offence.  When  Lesurques's  head  falls  from 
the  scaffold  mine  cannot  be  touched.  Huzza ! 

(Shouting,  with  hat  in  hand.) 

Fou  Ah  1  (Sighs.)  But  this  affair  you're  had  with 
your  girl. 

Dubosc.  (With  a  wild,  drunken  air.)  Jeanne — the 
only  woman  I  ever  loved. 


Fou.  (.4side.)  I  hear  a  disturbance.   My  eye,  if 
nobo'ly  should  come.     (Distant  murmurs  withouf.) 
.Dubosc.  Ah,  they  come  !  they  come !  Hurrah  1 

(Seizes  Fouinard.  He  itances  wildly 
w>th  Fouinard,  and  falls  senseless  on 
ground.) 

Fou.  (Aside.)  Yon  horrible  drunken  villain.  If  I 
dared,  I'd  scrag  him,  but  he's  too  much  for  my 
delicate  person  to  tackle.  Jeanne  does  not  return, 
I  can't  stand  thi«  any  longer,  I'm  off. 

(Runs  off.  Distant  murmurn.  Dubosc  re- 
covers, rises,  runs  to  part  of  balcony. 
Dubosc.  (Kneeling,  looking  through  window.)  Ah, 
they  approach!  Common,  with  that  devil's  carnage  1 
Quicker!  quicker!  Another  street  and  lam  safe. 
Ah,  they  stop !    What  de  ains  them  ?    Come  on 
imbeciles!    On,  I  say!  Six  seconds  more  and  I  am 
safe.  They  dismount  from  the  cart !  they  approach 
the  scaffold  !  they  ascend !   Ha,  ha,  ha !  Eh !  what 
do   I   see  now  ?    A    woman  rushing  through  the 
crowd!  They  make  a  passage  for  her !  She  mounts 
the  platform  !  She  speaks  !  They  shout  in  return ! 
Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?  'Tis  Jeanne!  They  listen  I  A 
movement  in  the  crowd !  They  are  coming  this  way ! 
No,  no  !  They  shall  not  take  me  so  easily  as  they 
imagine!  I'll  defend  myself  to  the  last  extremity! 
(Bushes  to  the  door  and  barricades  it. 
During  the  last  line  or  two,  the  mob's 
voices   and  footsteps    are    gradually 
heard  approaching.     Dubosc  gets  be- 
hind panel  and  exits  through,  and  a 
substitute  takes  his  place. 

Hob  (Outside.)    Open  the  door! 

(Loaders  are  seen  at  bad:  of  balcony. 
The  door  is  burst  open,  the  Mob,  Sol- 
diers, <tc.,  rush  o  stage,  with  DAU- 
BENTON  and  JEANNE.) 

Jeanne.  Secure  the  tiger  in  his  den.  Lesurques 
is  saved  ! 

Mob.  To  the  guillotine  with  him !  ( Fouinard  is 
chuckling,  £c.)  Assassin!  Villain!  Monster! 

(They  seize  hold  of  Uubosc  behind  door, 
and  drag  him  to  back  of  stage  and 
'bind  him,  the  soldiers  keeping  back 
Ihe  mob.) 
Jerome.  (Outside.)    Lesurquos — he  is  saved  ! 

Enter  LESURQUE3,  JEROME,  DIDIER, 
JULIE. 

GENES    L  TABLEAU   AND   CURTAIN. 
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